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The Prologue, 
W E Fnow not nhat milf tate, your pallats are 


Variow, and many of them ſich 1 feare : 
we can but ſerve wpnhat our Poets dreſſe, 
And not conſidering coſt, or paines td pleaſe ; 
we (lould be very happy, if at laſt, 
We could find o:«t the humour of your tafte, 
That we might fit, and feaſ# it, ſ0 that you 
were conſtant to yur ſelves, and kept that true. 
Far ſome have thc ir opinions ſo diſpleas'd, 
They come not with a purpoſe to be pleas'd : 
Or like ſome birds that leave the flowry fields, 
T hey only ſtoop at that corruption yet, ds. 
It were a cu/tome nould leſſe ſtaine the times, 
To praiſe the vertues, when you chide the crimes, 
Thu # but cold excouragement, but we 
Hope here are few of thoſe, or if theye be, 
#ewilh'em not infettions, nor confine 
we cenſures ; woo'd each ſoule were maſculine ? 
Por your owne ſakes we will all heve to day, 
Knew but the art and labour of a Play, 
Then you mould value the true Muſes pa ine, 
The throwes and travell of a tteming braine. 
But me have no deſpaire, that all here may 
Re friends, and come with candor to this Plays 
S'. Patrick whoſe /arge ſtory cannot be 
Bound in the limit s of one Play, if ye 
Firſt nelcome this, you'll grace our Poets art, 


And give him Conre: ze for 4 ſecond part, 
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.n> The names of the Ailers. 


eogarius, Monarch of Ireland.. 
orybreus,2,, Jons 
onallus 
Dichu, 4 Noble man. 


erochus, "TY 
ndarius, 4 


ilcho, A great Officer. 
\rchimagus, The chife Prieſt, a Magitian. 
Two other Priclts, 

St, Patrick. 

i&or, bis Angell. Guardian, 
Zards, 

Rodamant, Archimagus Servant. 
Souldiers. 

Angels, 

Keligious men, . 

>CrVantrts. 


Jueenc. 

thne, | 
. Jella,F her Daughters. 
metia, Milcho's Daughter. 
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1. This is but my 
He is now landing, cve 
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St, Patrick for Ireland 


Andblaſt him, now and idle, and benumm'd, 
And ſhall grow hcre ridiculous itatues, Ile 
Muſter my friends. 
1, And if I ha* not loſt 
My power, the Spirits ſhall obey to drowne 
This ſtragler, and ſecure this threatnod Ifland, 
Ar. Stay, which of you can doalt more power thai I? 
For every Spirit you command, my ſpells 
Cn raifc a legion ; you know Ican 
[ I ntcnnanc h.1], dit,covle the wide ayre, 
Where like innum-:rous atomes the blacke g-nij 
Hover, and ni{tlc one another, all 
That hauat th: woods and waters, all th darke 
And {olitary chambers of the carth, 
Breake through their Adamantine chainess and fly 
Like Lightning to my will,and ſhall yoar taftious 
And petty, correſpondence with the ficnds, 
Attempt this worke without my voice and counſel! 2 
Who brought you firſt acquainted with thedivyell ? 
Did not my Art ? 
1 Wearediſciples to 
The Great Archimzgns, 
2, Weackrowledge all 
Our Art deriv* from you, 
[+ But in this juſtice toour gods, we hope 
Our gods chicte Pricſt will give us kave—— 
Ar. Yes, and covfirme it, and applaud your zeales, 


My tellowes both in facred Arts and Prielthood, 
Go on, I praifc your reſolution : 
My Spirit gave int<lligence before 

Ot his approach, and by all circumſtance, 7 
Our pro;helic doth poine this Chriſtian Pricſt : 
Theblacke ſubverſion of our Ifle, but we ( 
Like malters of all deſtiny, will breake x 
His fate, and bruiſe him in his Infancy F 


Ot danger to this Kingdome, fly and be 


Arm'd 


Sr. Patrick for Ireland. 


Arm'dto your wiſhes ; Spirits ſhall attend you, 


And the whole power of hell. Exeunt Magitians, 


This newes atfr ights ine, 

How ercI ſcem to ſwell wich confidence, 
This isthe man, and this the revolution, 
Fixt for the change of facrifice foretold, 
And threatned in this tatall propheſic, 


A m mn ſhall come into thu L ind, 

W ith ſb. en Crowne, and in bis band 

Ac org i Staffe, be ſhall command, 

And in the E oft bs table ſtand ; 

From bis w.trme lips « ſbre me ſh, all flow, 

T o make rockes melt, and Churches grow, 

IFbere while | be ſings 0 ur gods ſhall baw, 

And all our kings bis law allow, Fe reades 


This, this is the vexation. 
Enter Endiivius, 

Exd, Sir, the King. 

eAr. What of the King ? 

End. Is troubled ſicke, diſtracted, 

Ar. How ? 

End, With adreame 5; he bas no peace within him 3 
You muſt with all haſte yific ham, we ſhall 
SuſpeR his death elſe, Enter Ferachus, 

Fer, Mighty Pricſt, as you 
Reſpe the ſafety of the King, you muſt 
Make haſte, the Court is up in armes, and he 
Calls for his ſword- 

Ar. Youtright me gentlemen : 
— | lion in the Court, who are rhe Traytors ? 

. His owne wilde thoughts, and apprchenſon 

( 1 w vhar he ſayes, wasin his flecpe preſented, 
He calls upon his Guard, and railes upon em,  /: 7 
Vhen they appeare with no more” armes, and ſcares" 
T'1at every man ſhall weare a Tun of Iron, * * Y 


St.Patrick for Ireland. 


End, The Prince. Enter Comallus. 

Cov, The King impatient of your abſence, Sir, 
Hath left the Court, and by ſome tew attended 
Is coming hither, laden with feare and weapons ; 
He talks of ſtrange things in his dreame, and ftrighrs 
Our cares with an invaſion, thathis Crowne 
Sits trembling on his head, unleſle your wildome 
Clcare his dark fearcs, we are undone. 

Arc, He's here. 

Enter Kino Leogarine, Corgbrews Dichn, 

How farcs the King ? 

Leo, Dez re Arc bim Wins, 
We want thy «kill co interpret a black dreams 
I had laſt night, my fancie 1s ſtill fick ont, 
Ard withthe very appreherſion 
I feele much of my foule diſſolve, and through 
My trighted pores, creep from me in a lweat : 
I (hall bavenothing in me bur a bath, 
Vulcfle thou dorepaire my languiſhing eflencc 
With thy great art and counſcl!. 

Arc, Give ms, Sir, 
The particular of your dreame, 

Lv. They muſt not hearc it, 
Yet {tay ; the Eccliplſe, if it be any thing, 
Is wiivcriall, aad cath darkenall. 
Me thought, Archimagiy, as I was prayang 
ch* Temple necr- the ſer, my Queene, my Sons, 
Daughters, and Traine of my Nobilitic 
Prolltratc before the Altar, on the ſudcea 
The roofe did open,and from Heaven atlame , 
D-{cending on the images of our gods,' 
Began to burnethe farred/browess from whit? 
Many deformed worms, and hideous ferpents 
Come crawling torch, and lcap'd unto our throats, 
Where, wittvehbeir horridcircley and embraces. 
We were almoſt tranglad/41 in chis fright, mathought, 


LY 


n 


Se. Patrick'far lreland; 
We fled out of the Temple, and as ſoone 
We ſaw a pale man coming from the ſea, 
Attended by a Tribe of reverend men, 
Ar whoſe approach the Serpents all unchain'd 
Themſelves, and leaving our impriſon'd necks, 
Crept into the carth, ſtraight all chat were with me, 
Az I had been the prodigie, forſooke me, 
My wife, my children, Lords, my ſervants all, 
And fled to this pale man, who told me, I 
Muſt ſubmit too, humble my felfc re him, 
This wither'd pecce of man : at which, my«thought, 
I felt a trembling hoot through every part, 
And with the horror, thus to be depov'd, 
I waken'd. Now, Archimagur, thy Art 
To cure thy foule-fick King, 
Aﬀe, Tis done alrcady, 
Leo, How, my dearc Prick ? 
Arc, This palc thing ſhall not trouble you, 
He that fo long was threatned todefſtroy 
Vsand our (ods, 1s come, 
Lo, Ha; where ? 
fc, Now landing : 
Burt were the coaſts vnguarded, he wants power 
To fight with thoſe ztheriall troops, that wait 
Vpn the Gods we lerve, Heis now dying, 
This minutethey haveblaſted him: and they, 
Above the ſpeed of wings, are fiying hither 
With the glad neiwes, be calme agen, and lct not 
Theſeairy dreames diſtract your peace. 
Leo, They arc vaniſh'd 
Already at thy voyce, thou (next our Gods 
The hope of this great Iland) haſt diſperft 
All clouds, and made it a faixc $kic againe, 
My learned Archimagas, 
1. He 1s come, 
2. He's come 


Enter Spirats, 


, 


Jo Ard 


Se. Patrick far Jreland. 


3. And we multfiye, 

Leo, What yoyces makethe aire 
So (ad ? 

Cor. They ſtrike a bogror« 

Con, They are Spirits, | 

Are. an A once more to oppolc hin, 

1, In vaine, great Prie(t, 

2, We mult away. 


3. Away. 
Omnes, We cannot, darenot ſtay, Excront. 
Enter, Angell Viftor, bearing a banner with a croſſe, St, Patrick, ) 


and other Prieſts in proceſſion ſinging, 
Leo, What harmony isth1s? I haveno power 


Todothem harm:, obſcrve their ceremonic. 


Ode. 


Poſt maris ſivi fremit us Terne 
(Navitas c@lotremulos beante ) 
Uidimmw gratum jubar enatantes 
littus inawrans 
eCAontinm quin vos jug a, voſque ſlug «+ 
Nine [alutamws; chorus advenarum 
Jubiluem retro modulantur, Ec ce 
Carbaſa vents 
Dulce ſupremo melds occ inauvee 
Crminum flagrans Domino litamen 
Cujus errauti dabitar pepelio 
Niemine ſacrtwn. 


Leo. T'Il fpeake to him. Stay, you that have preſum'd 
Without cur leave,to print your deſperate foor 
Vpon our Countrey ; ſay; what bald deligve 
Hath arm'd you with this inſolent noyſe, to dare 
And fright the holy peace of this faire Ile; 
Nay, incontempt of all our gods, advance 


S4.Panick for Teoland;, 
Your ſongs in honeur of an unknowne power ? 
The King commands you ſpeake. 

Patr. Vnto that til 
Thus weall bow ; it ſpeakes you arcalli'd 
To Heaven, great Sir, we come not todiſtratk 
Your peace, looke on your number, we bring no 
Signes of ſterne war, no invaſive force todraw 
Feare, or ſuſpition, or your frownevupon us : 

A handfull of poore naked men ave arcs 
Throwne on your Coaft, whoſe armesare only prayer, 
That you would not be moreunmercifull 

Than the rough ſcas, ſince they have let us live 

To finde your charitic. $5.1 

Lo. Whenceareyou ? 

Patr, Weare of Britaine, Sir. 

Leo. Your names that anſwer for the reſt ſo boldly ? 

Patr, My name is Patrick , who with theſe poore men 
Beſecch you would pertnir, | 

Lev. Nodwelling here; 

And therefore quit this Kingdome ſpeedily, 
Or you (hall curſc you ſaw the land, 

Dic. Are they not Spics? | 

Arc. A whirlewind ſnatcWetts hence, ard on the back 
Of his black wings tranſport theſe fugitives, 

And drop their curſed -heads into the ſea, 

Or lan&em in ſome cold remotcſt-wildernefle 

Ofall the world,they muft not here inhabit. : 
Dic. Hence, or well force you with theſe goads. 
Cor, Ynleſle ' 

You havea mind ——— well your hoods 

Can ſwim, go trudge back to y 6ur rotten berk, 

And itcere another courſe, 

Fer. You will tinde Hands = 
Peopled with Squirrils, Rats, and Crowes, and Caneyen, 
Where yau may better plant; my reverend Moles, 

End. Faccs about. = 
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Pate, 


4 
Y Punic fr Jenks 
Pat. You arc inboſpitables e010 
And have more flintic bofomes than therocks, 
That bind your ſhores, and circle your faire Lland q 
Bur I muſtnot returne, 
Lo, How ? 
Are, How ? | 
Pat, Till I haue . 
P:rform'd my dutic ; Kyow great King, I have 
Commiſſion for my ſtay, I came nat hither 
W ithout command, Legat from him, before 
W hoſe angry breath the rocks doc breake and thaw ; 
To whoſc nod the mouintaines bumble their proud heads, 
The carth, the water, airc and hcaven is his, 
Aud all the ſtars that ſhine with cv cning flames, 
Shew but their trembling when they wait on him : 
This ſupreme Kings command I have obcy'd, 
W ho ſent me; higher to bring. you to him, 
And this ftill wandring nation, to thoſe ſprings 
Where ſoulcs arc everlaſtingly refreſh'd ; | 
Vnto tholc gardens, whoſe znmortall fowers 
Staine your 1magin'd ſhades, and bleſt aodese ; 
Les, What place is this ? _— 
Pat, Heaven 3 nowagrat-way oft, | 
But not acceſſible to thole permit - - 
Their pretious ſoules be ſtranglad thus wich miſts, 
An1 falſe opinion ob/theiggads.ji-1o- -1 Lo vt 6626 MUaN' ie 14] 


Arc, No morc. je»; ++ 1 7 00 ft | () 
Pat, I muſt Gy more in my bs oh bk 7 
And tell you in my dreames, he hath made me heare | 
Trom the dark wombg of mothers, prifon'd infants, ' 
Confcſling how theigiparengtaarc mibled,) ;; c 1» mes .mij h 


And calling me thus far tobetheir freedome,. .,.; 

Have piric on your ſclves, be men, and.lct got it % 

A blind mapvay ond rs painted godg,— ITY 30C 611 
Dic, He docs bjalpharhe, Acccpt me, Frick, py 

And this my facrifce, Ha, mine ar mes 6 for 4 

« Iteels 


\\ 


Se. Patrick for Ireland, 


I feele an ice creeping through all my bloud, 
There's winter in my heart, I change o'th' fudden 
Am growne a ſtatue, cycry limb is marble; 
Yee gods take pitic on me, in your cauſc 
I wither thus; Jove, if thou haſt a lightaiag, 
Beſtow ſome here, and warme mcs 
Cor, Strange | 
End, Father ! Brother, ifhe fhould dye now ? 
Fer, Tam his eldeft ſon, he ſhall find me rcafonable, 
He may doe worlc, confederinghow long I have been of age,t 
Dic. No power let fall. compaſſion. 1 have \ 
Offended. Whom ? I know not, this good man 
Forgive, and if the Deitic thou ſcry'lt 
Can put a life into this frozen pile, 
Pray for me. ' | 
Leo, Villaine, wouldſt thou owe thy lite 
To the mercic of the power he ſerves, 
Arc. Wiſh rather 
To rot for ever thus. 
Leo, And if thou dieſt, 
P1I build a Templc here, and in this pofture 
Kings ſhall knecele to thee, and on folemne dayes 
Preſent their crownes ; Queencs thall compelethee garlands, 
Virgins ſhall fing thy name, and bout thy neck | 
And armes diſperſc the riches of their Art, 
Next t@ our Gods we konour thee 3 keep from 
The lmpoſtor, | | 
Cor, I have no mcaning tocome ncerc him, - = 
Fat. Give me thy hand : now move, and may thy heart 
Find foftncfle too, this mercic 1s the lecalt 
Of my great Maſters treaſures, | 
Dic. I teele my heat LYT 
Rerurn'd, and all my reckie parts grow ſupple, 
bs n firſt wſc I make of their reſtore, be - - | + 
© my knees to you, 
Pt, Bow them hte 
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Se. Parrick fo Thea, 
That gave me power to helpe thee. role minieces;-— « 


Fer. Hz: is well agen. 
Dic, I findea beamne let into my darke ſouls, '/ 6 
Ol take me to your faiths here I give vechy 
My ſclfe to ſerve your god. 
Le. Traitrous to heaven } 
Come from him, 
Dic. Bid my haſte forſaken bleſſing. 
End. Father, 
Die: Callthis 250d man your father, Boyer." 
Arc, H *s mac, andTam frantick ar this baſe 
Apoſtalic, My Lord think how you may 
Provoke our gods, and the King anger. | 
Pat, Fcare | k 
His wrath that made, and can lct fall the world. | 
Fer, He may yet do mie us great a curteſic 
As dying comes too, if his etror hold, 1@1 
And the Kings anger, ob 
Le, Dotard, OV 3 
Rerurne 3 and proſtrate to the gods we worſhip, 
Or though his wicchcratt nov protec thy { | 
Thy ſonnes ſhall bleed, | Aa. 2 
Frr, How srhae? 1 | WAIGD UINIIED: 
Les, To fatishe * *  * af * 77 
The gods and us, wichthe next tends Bina 
LInlcfic thou rifc, and facriheetoour Alters, 
Downe from that Rocke which over lookes ctheSea, 
They (hall bethrowht ; my vow irfixe. 
Fer, Deare father. * 
Leo, Take them away, their fate depentls on 
Dic, Oh, Iam loſt, 
Pat, Thou art found, and ble 
Dic, Forlake me nat, povre boyes ! os . 
Pat. Sct forward now fu dravensname, f3/ 
And finiſh our preceſſion, ' - Benn 
Lo, Death purſue 'em, p coi 0: 5/11 Wye + 


Se. Patrick far Ireland, 
Will nothing make them feele our wrath, 

Co. The charma 
Will not laft alwayes. 

Arc. their fate is notyet ripe, 

Be not dejeRted, Sir, the gods cannoe 

Be patient long, Mcanetime let me advilc, 
Not by your Lawes, or other open forec, 
To perſccure'em ; bur diſguiſe your anger. 

Lis. 'Ha ? 

Arc, What matter is't, ſo wedeftroy theſe wretches 
What wayes wetake? invite him ro your Court, 
Pretend, I know not what defires, to heare 
More of his faith, that you find tnrnes within 
Your heart, andtremblc atthe miracle 
Wrought upon Dichs; when he's in your poſſeſſion 
A thouſand ſtratsgems may be thought upon 
To ſend his giddy ſoule mott quaintly oft to 
That fine phantaſticall reward he dreames on 
Ith' other world. 

Leo, Thou haſt pleas'd us, Archimages, 

Cor, Great Ceanerachius has inſpirdthe Prieft | 
This is the only way. 

Com, I doenot likeiz. 

Leo, It (hall be fo, he ſhall be thus invited, 

Ard we will meet him with our Queenc and Daughters, 
Who ſhall compoſe themſelves to cntcrtaine him, 
Avec. Leave meto inſtru my princely charge, your Daughcers; 

Lo, Be ſtill their bleſt Direftor, tothy charge: ++ 
We gavethem up long fince, but donot tell 'eay *: 

W hat happen'd to the Apoltate Dich; women 
Have ſoluble and cafic hearts, that accident 

May ſtartle their religion, keep 'em firme 

In the devotion to our | qu ep y 

We hope to call them , if theit zcake 
Maintaine that holy flanie that yer bath fill'd 


pa 


= 
St. Patrick for bland, 
Arc, They arcthe Darlings of the Temple, 
Leo. Comallus, you ſhall be the meflenger, 
And bearc our invitation, 
Arc, Trouble not 
The Prince, impoſe that bufinefle on my care, 
Leo. Be it fo, 
Con, Lam glad Iam off che employ men. 
Leo, All waycs to ſerve our gods arc frees and goed, 
When ſhed for thera, they takedelight in blood, Exramt, 


Acr. II. 
Enter Etbne and Fedells, dancing. 

Etb, I am weary, and yet 'I would have more, my hcart 
Was never more diſpogd ro mirth, Fede/ls. 

Fed, Mine is as light as yours, Siſtcr, I am 
All aire, mc thinks, 

Etb. And Iall mounting fire. 

Fed, *Tis well wcarcalenc. 

Eth, 'Tis1ll we are; 
This heat our ſcryants ſhould have given us: 

Fed. 1 wonder we cannot fee *em, they were not 
Since we firſt toogke them to-our favor, guilcic 
Of ſuch negleR, 

Erb, You wrong eur birthand bloud, 
To thinkethey dagencglct us, tor if they 
Forget what we deſerve in loving them} | 
They owe morc dutic;as wearcthe Kings 
Daughters, thantodiſplcaſc usfos -; +++ 
Fed. That binds : 1. fig bong. 
ut forme and yas own rr yaa nn = 

M*(7 i; 

Q-MiNC, 


TT df 


B 
By your favor, I had rather hol iny 4 

By his owne love, that chames his betrrs 
Than all the bands of ſtate, 


Eb, 


Se. Patrick for Ireland, 


Eth, Tam of thy mind too, wo'd they were here, 

I ſhall be fad againe 3 fic, what a thing "tis 

For two Ladies tobe in lovezand alone withour 

A man fo long. Enter Redamant, 
Fed, Here's one, 
Eth. A foolith ones our Governors ſcryant, 

How now Rodamant ? 

Rad.. Keep oft. 

F:d. What, is the fellow conjuring ? 

Rod, I wo'd, bur I cannot read theledevillifh names. 

Ethb. How long haſt thou ſerv'd Arcbimagus ? 

Rod, Long enough to have had a Devill of mince owne, if hee 
had plcas'd, I have drudg'd under him almoſttheſe even yeeres, 
in hope to learne the trade of Magick, and none of his ſpirits will 
obcy me z would I were a witch, then I ſhould havea Familiar, a 
ſucking Devill, upon occaflon todoe me ſervice, 

Fed. A Devill ? 

Rod, Oh, I lov'd him of a child. 

E:b, What wouldft thou do with the Devill? 

Red. Oaly excreiſe my body, take theaire now and then over 
ſteeples, and faile once a inonth to Scotland in a ſieve, to ſce my 
Freinds, I have a granam thcrc,if I had been rul'd, would not have 
ſeen me wanted a divcll at theſe yeers, pray Madam ſpeak to my 
Maſter for me, that my freinds may not laugh at me, when I come 
out of my timehe has ſpirits cnough, I deſire none of his grandcs,a 
little Don Dicgo Diabolo would ſerve my turne , if he bayec but 
$811] in Love or Phyſicke. 

Fed, Phylick for what ? art ſick? 

Rod. I am not fick,but Iam troubled with a deſperare 
conſumption. 

Erb, How ? 

Fed, Why that's nothing, 

Red. To you that are great Ladiesand fed high 
But toa man that is kept lean and hungry 
A little talling of the fleſh is ſeen, 
E:b, I heard thee name love, prethee art thoa in lo /« ? 
C 
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Rod, In love? look on my fore cyes, 
Etb. They arc well enough,and thou canſt ſee, 

Rod, YcssI can ſce a little with em, would they were our, 

Etb. How ? our? 

Rod, Out of their paine. I have but ſcaven teeth and a halfe,and 
fourc on cm arc rotten , here's a ſtump,a pickax cannot dig out of 
my gummes, 

Fed. Are thele ſignes of loye ? 

Rod. Oh infallible. Beſide, I cannot ſleep 
For dreaming a my Miſtrefle, 

Eib. Sogand whats her name ? 

Rod. You ſhall pardon me, ſhe it —— 

Eth. A man ora woman, 

Rod, Nay ſhe is a woman, as ſure, as ſureas you arc the Queens 
daughters, I name no body ; do not you fay 'tis the I {am 
what I am,and ſhe is what ſhe is. 


Erb, Well faid, 
Rod. And if I live,l will dy for her, butT forget my (clf,l had 


meſſage to rell you; firſt my Maltcr commends him to your Graces 
and will be here preſently : ſecondly I have news, Do you know 
what I meanc ? 

Fed. Not we. 

Red, Why then, my Lord Ferechs,and his brother 
Fedarius,you know cm ? 

Etb, What of them ? 

Rod, And they know you. 

Fed, Tothe purpolc, 

Rod. I know not thatgbut they arc 

Etb, What? 

Rod. Not madefor wormes mear. 

Fed, What m:anecs the fellow ? 

Rod, The King has commanded, they ſhall be throwne from a 
rock into the ſca,thats all, but here's my Maſltcr can tell you the 
whole ſtory. Exit, 

Eth, What ſaidthe ſcrirchowle Enter Archimag us 

Fed, We hope Archimagw brings better news, - 
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And yet his face is caſt into a forme of ſorrow. 
W hataroatheſe ? 

Are. Read,and colleRt your noble forces up, 
You will be loſt clſe,alas poore Ladies, 

How ſoon their blood is frighted ? 

Etb. Every charater 
Gives my poor hcarta wound, 

Fed. Alas, how muchof miſchict is contain'd 
In this poore narrow paper. 

Etb, Can this be ? 

Arc, Madam too truegthe anger of the King 
Is heavy and inevitable,you may 
Belceve what their fad pens have bled to you ; 

They haveno hope,not once before they dic 
To ſec your blefled cyes,and take their leave, 
And wcep into your boſome,their laſt farewell. 

Fed. They muſt nor, (ha'not dic ſo, 

Arc, They mult Madam, 

Feb. I will dic with *em too then: Siſter (hall 
They leave the world without our company ? 

Fed. Could not you bend the King our cruzll father? 
You ſhould have ſaid, welov'd them; you have moſt 
Power to prevaile with him;you ſhould have told him, 
The gods wouldbe 6ffended and revenge their death 
With ſome ſtrange curſc upon this Iland. 

Erb. You knew our loves,and all our mectings Sir, 
They were not without you,nor will we live 
Withourthem , tell our fath-r. Did our hearts 
Flatter themſclves with mirtl,to be ſtruck d 2d 
With this,this murd-ring newes, Fll tothe King, 

Arc, Stay,and containe your felves,your loves arc brave, 
Nor ſhall your flame die thuszas I was ficlt 
Of counſel] with your thoughes,lI will preſerve "ern: 
They ſha'nor dicsif my braine cave me 107, 

Fed. Oh,I could dwcll upon his lips to thank Ria, 
' Arc, Butthey mult then bebanith . 
Eeb, That's death. C 2 Unlch 
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Unlefſe we go along toexile with **m, 
Ar. 1 have the way, they ſhall deceive the ſentence 
Of the enraged King, and live ;nor ſhall 
This be reward of your affeQions ; 
You ſhall converſe more often, and more freely 
Than ever, if youdare be wilc ard ſecret, 
Fe. You make us happy. 
Ave. Here's your elder brother, 
Away and truſt to me. Enter Coribrews, 
Cor, Hcalthto our Pricſt. 
Arc, And to your Highnellc, Enter Emeria and Comallus, 
Do you ſee that coupl« ? 
Cor. My brother and the faire Emeria, Afikbo's daughter, 
Our of their way ; bat ſo, to reach their voice, 
This place o'th*Gard 21's apt, 
Arc. Obſcrve*em, 
Em. But will younot, my Lord, repent to have plac'd 
Your love ſo much unworthily. 
Con, Oh never, 
My beſt Emeria, thou haſt a wealth 
In thy owne vertue, above all the world ; 
Be conſtant, and I'm bleſt, 
Em. This hand and heaven 
Be witnefle where my heart gocs, 
Cor, If my fate 
Canncr enjoy thy love, I hall grieve both 
Your dcſtinics. 
Are, Beconfident you ſhall 
Enjoy her, it you'il follow my dirc&tiens, 
Cor, Thouart my genius, but ſhe's very holy, 
And, Ifearc, too religious toher vowes, _ 
She is d:yvotcd much to Ceanerachims, head of the gods. 
Arc, Sir her piety ": 
Preparcs your conqueſt, as 1'le manage things, 
I wonot truſt theayre too much, 
Con, This kite ard all's confirm'd, 
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Em. Pray my Lorduſe 
My poore heart kindly, for you take it with you, 
Con. I leave mine in exchange, Exit, 
Are. He is gone, advance 
To your Miſtris, and if you wantartto move her, 
I ſhannot fir, to make you proſper, tis 
Firmely defign'd,when we mect next,you ſhall 
Know IMmore. 
Cori. How now my fair Emerie, 
Em. I dobeſcech your highnefle pardon, 
I did think I was alone. 
Cori, Aloneyou arc 
In beauty ſweet Emeris, andall 
The graces of your ſcx, 
Em, You arc too great to flatter me, 
Ard yet this language comes 
' Soncer the wickcdneſle of court praiſe, I dare not 
With modeſty imagine yaur heart means ſo, 
Cori, Yet in this garden, when you ſe:m'd moſt ſolitary, 
M..dam,you had many fair,and ſweet companions. 
Em, Not Ifir. 
Cori, Yes, and my rivails too Emeria, 
And now they courtthy beanty in my preſence 
Prouderring things of naturc,doſt not ſee 
As thou doſt move, how every amorous plant 
Doth bow his leavy head,and thee ; 
The winde doth practiſe daltiance withthy hairs 
And weave a thouſand pretty netts within 
Tocatch it ſelf, 
That violet droop'd but now, ' 
How tis exaltedatthy ſmilc,and ſpreads 
A virgin boſometo thee. There's a roſe 
Wouid have ſlepe ſtill within his bud, bur at 
Thy preſence,it doth open his thin curtains 
And with warm apprehenfian looking forth-/ I 
Betrayes her love in __ And that Woodbine - 
3 As 
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As it would be divorc'd from the Sweet-bryer, 
Courtsthee to an embrace, It is not dew 
That like ſo many pearls embroid-r all 
The flowers,but reares of their complaint, with fare 
To looſe thee, from whoſe cye they take in all 
That makes them beautifall;and with humblenccks 
Pay duty unto theetheir onely ſpring. 
Em, Your Grace is courtly, 
(or. Whenthclſe dull vegctalls 
Shew their ambition to bethine Emeria, 
How much ſhould wegthat have an a&tine ſoule 
To know and valu=thee, be taken with 
This beauty? yer if youdare truſt me Madam, 
There's none, within che throng of thy admirers, 
More willing more devote tobe: thy ſervant 
Then Coribrewus, 
Em. I mult agen beſcech 
Your pardon, and declare my ſclf moſt ignorant 2 
Pray ſpeak your meaning in a diale&t - 
I vnderſtar.d, + 
Cor, Why,I do love you Madam. 
Em, If this beit,I darc notfirdbeleeve - 
You condeſcend 19 low ro love Emerza, 
A worthlcfle thing. 
Cor, Why not ? Llove you Madam, 
If there be diff-rence of our turch,onſtare,- - 
When we are compat'd,it ſheald make metbetirſt 
Inyo ur fair thoughts : come, you mult loveagen, 
And meet me with an cquall active flame, 
_ I am more «kil*d 1n dure (ir, vhen love. jc 
. You would b-coy,your —_ not beltow'd. 
I nm, Indced it 18. 
Cor. On whom ? 146 
= I muſtnot name, [+7182 fi? 
C ere he m beorherdid roviſt art je thine, 1 
That & ſhould aakebiir ſtrangoramy blabd; + v 11 42 
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And I would cut bim from his bold embraces. 
Em, Alas, I feare, 
Cor, I know you will be wiſe 
And juſt to my defircs Emerta, 
Wh-:n you ſhall ſee my love bid faireſt for you, 
And that preſ:nted from a Prince, who knowes 
No cquall here. Come,l already promiſe 
My ſelf poſſeſt of thoſe faire cycs,in which 
T gazing thus,at every ſearch diſcover 
New cryſtall heavens, thoſe tempting cheekes are mine, 
A garden with freſh flowers all the winter ; 
Thoſe lips inviteto print my ſoal upon'em 
Or loole it in thy breath, which Ile convey 
Downe to my heart, and wiſh no other ſpirit, 
As loth to change it for my owneagen. 
How in thy boſome will I dwell Emeriz, 
Andecllthe azure winding of thy ycins 
That flow,yct climbe thoſc ſoft,and ivory hills 
Whoſe {mooth deſcent leads to a bliſſc,thar may 
Be knownzbut puzzle art and tongue to ſpeak 1t. 
I prethee do not uſe this froward motion, 
I muſt and will be thine, 
Em. Be your own fir, 
And do not thus afil1& my innocence, 
Had you the power of all the world,and man, 
You could not force my will, whicl-you bave frighted 
More from you then my duty,although powerfull, 
Can call agen ; you are not modelſt fir, 
Indeed1 feare you are not] muſt leave you, 
Better d-ſires attend your Grace and me, Exit 
Cor. This wo*not gain her,her heart's fixr upon 
My brotherall my hope is in Archimagw, 
She 18 a frozen thing,yct ſhe may mele, 
If their diſdain ſhould make a man defpaire, 
Nature miſtook in making woman faire, Exis 
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An altar diſcovered, twe Idolls upon it, Archimag 1 and 
prieſts, lights and incenſe prepar'd by Rodoncant, 
Ks, Theſe be new Dicties, made fince yeſterday, 
We ſhift our gods,as faſt as ſome ſhift rrenchers3 
Pray fir what do youcall ther names,they arc 
Bur halte gods,d:mi-gods as they lay there's 
Nothing beneath che navell. 
Ar. This with chethunderbolt is Jupiter, 
Rod, Jupiter ? "Tis time he were cur off by the middle, 
H- has been a notable thunderer in his daycs. 
Prite This T Airs. 
Ro, Airs from the middle upward. Was it by my Lady 
Venus Cirction that he isdiſmembred too, 
H- chat overcame all in a full carecrc, looks now like 
A D-milaunce, 
Arc. Are thcy not lively form'd, bur firra away,tell the young 
Ladics the King 1s upon entrance, 


Ent er King, Queen, Conallu, At tbe other door, 
Erbue, Fedella, they all kneel, 
Ar. To Foveand Mars the King doth pay 
His dury,and thus humbly lay 
Upon his Altar,his bright crowne, 
W hich isnot his,if they bur frowne- 
Intoken youarec plcal d,let ſome 
Ceeleſtiall flame make pure thus roome, 
A flame bebinde the Altar. 
The gods are plcaf'd, great King,and we 
Return thy golden wreath tothee, 
More ſacred by our holy tum; 
None tothe Altar yct prelnme. - 
Now (hoot your voices wpto Frve, 
To A1ar: and all th: Powers abovc., 


After the ſong the Queen offerr,anid ber dawgbters, gorlande, 
which are placed upon the beads of the Idols, © 
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Song at the Altar. 

Come away,Ob come « way 

And trembling trembling pay 

Towr pious vowes to Aars and Jove, 

: While we ds ſing, 

Gummes of preciows edours bring, 

And light them with your love, 

At yeur bely fires do riſes 

mo to wonder 
Vbat nero flame 
Thitber came 

Towait wpon bis thunder. 


The ſong being ended the Idol char preſented 
Fupiter moveth, 
Kin. Archimagus,Conallur; (ce my children, 
The ftatue moves. 
Arc, Approach it not too neere. 
Erb, Iris prodigious, 
Arc. Withdeyotion, 
Expect what followes,and keep reverent diſtance; 
I am all wonder. 
*  Fupe. King Leogariue, 
ove doth accept thy vo wes.and pious off-rings, 
And will ſhowre bleflings on the; angyehis kingdoms, 
It chou preſerve this ho'y fame burnes in thee, 
Buttake heed, thou decline not thy obectence, 
Which thou ſkzlt beſt declare by thy juſt anger 
Againſt that chriſtiaa \tragler /atricke, whole 
Blour! muſt be facrific'd to u3,or y on 
Muſt fall in your remifle ana col r=l:gion, 
When you arc mercitull ro our 4c{piſers, 
You pull our wrath upon you,2'd this Land, 
My duty 18 perform'd, and | return 
To my firſt ſtone, a cold and fileut ſtatue, 
D Arc 
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Arc, What cannot all commanding ove ?*tis now 
ſbat artificial tonguelefle thing it was, 
{ow are you bound to honour Fupiter ? 
{ hat wich this ſtrange ard pnblike teſtimony 
Accepts your zealc,, Purſue what you intended» 
And mect this enemy to the gods, that now 
ExpeRs your entertainment, 
King. | obey. 
Come my Qucene,and daughters. 

Dueen, Tattend you Sir, 

Rod. 1snot the Queene a lovely creature Sir ? 

Prin, Why how now Rodamant, what paſſion's this ? 

Rod. Oh that I durſt unbutton my minde to her. 

Arc, Your Princely daughters pray they may have leave 
To offer in their gratitude tothe gods 
One other praycr, and they will follow Sir. 

Ki, They are my pious daughters,come Cmallus, . 
Exeunt King, Dweew, Conall ms &e. 
Arc, They are gone, uncloud, 

Fero, Oh my deere Miſtr.fſ-,is notthe King mock'd rarely ? 

Erb, My moſtlov'd Endarins ! 

Arc, Have I not doit my Charge ? 

Fed, M-ſt quaintly. Wekcome 
To thy Fedella, 

Rod, Hum, how's this? more ſcapes of Jupiter? they have 
found their ncither parts; the gods arc become fine mortal gentle- 
menherc's precious jugling ,it I durſt ralke on't. 

Arc, Nat aſillable,as you deſire not to be torne1n pieces fir, 

Rod. (ods quotha, I held a candle before the devill, 

Arc, Toth: dooreand watch, 

Rod. So I muſt k-ep the doore tooghere's like tobe holy doings. 

Fer. Wc ow: «Arcbimagas tor mure then lite 
For your loves, wi-hout which, lifes a curle, 

Arc, The mulicke prompts yau to a dance, 

En. ehtemplc- 

Arc, 'T is moull ſe:urc,none dare betray youhere, 
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Etb, We muſt away, 
Fer, My life is going from me, 

Fed, Farewcll. | 

Arc, The King expeAs5now kifle and part. 
Ethb, When next we mect, pray give me back my heart, 

Rod. 1 am an Eſquire by my othice, Exnent, 


—_—_ — 


Acr. III. 


Enter Rodamant, 
Rod. Oh my Royal! love | why ſhould not Tlove the Queen=? 
I have knowneas ſimvle a f-llow as I hath been in love with her 
horſc,nay they ha been bedfe]lowes in the fame litter » and in that 
humour he would have been leap'd , it che beaſt could have been 
provok'd ro incontinencie ; but what if the King ſhould know ort, 
| and very lovingly circumciſe metor it, or hang me up 8 gracious 
ſpetacle with my tongue out a pearch for ſparrowes ? why, I 
ſhould become the gallowcs o'my conſcience : oh I would ſtretch 
in ſo gentle poſture, that the ſp<Cators all ſhould edifice, and hang 
by my cxamplec, Enter Bard, 
The Kings mcrry Bard, if he have everhcard, hee*le fave the hangs 
man a labour,and rime me to death. 
Bar, Rodamant,my haltc man,halfe gobling, all foole,how iſt ? 
when didſt thou (ce the devill. 
Rod. Alas,I never kad the happineſle. 
Bur, Why then, thou art not acquainted with thy beſt friend. 
Sings, He you never ſeene in the aire, 
One ride with a burning ſpeare, 
Upon an old witeb with apad, 
For the devil a fore breech bad, 
With lightnizg,and thuuder 
And many more wonder, 
Hi eyes 'mdeedelarv fir, 
Mr wide as a ſaprwcer, 
Ob thu wauld bave made my boy m4. 
D 3 
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Red. An honeſt merry trour, 
Bur, Thou fay'ft rizhe Gu gin,gapennd Il throw in a buſhel, 

why; docsthy rol: haig over thy mouth; as it would peep in, to 
ecll þ »w many tecth thou haſt ? 
Ro1, Exccllent Bard Ol br: vo Bird Ha Bird, 
B ir, Fxe-lloant too. 1 Of fictonle Ha fool: 
Kod Þ « ee with what riewes,, aid whuther is thy headers» 
ve 11: £ 
Bur !\.y hea and my feet got one way, and bo h now at their 
j ues <nd, The vewes is, that one P.rricke a ſtranger, is invi- 
tc: ro court : this wav bh: muſt come, aw T like one of the Kings 
wanmon wh5-:4hav! broke loole from th: Kenugll,and come thus 
afor: to bark and bid 'um welcome, the King and Qieene will 
mecte him. 
Red, Has the King invited him ? 
Bzr. Whar elſc man. Sings 
Oo the @neene md the King,nd the roy 1 OF ſpring, 
With the Lord, and Lidier ſogry, 
T tell yo'r n20t a tricks fo mecte the man Patricke : 
At ill now 7 AO ING 127; way 
This man._repert ſing/, docs my ſtrange things : 
Onur Pri ſts nd our Rar muſt give pluce, 
He c ares not 4 ſtr wv, (07 oxy ſword or Clubelaw, 
Ob I long to bepold bis gry foce, 

Red. Prethee a word , thou didſt name the Qurene, Docs ſhe 
come t00? 

Bar. By av meance. 

Red, W |] tisa good fuule. 

Bir. Who ? 

Road, The Qrcene. 

Bar. The Qi-enc iſt F doſt make but a ſonle o'her? treaſon, I 
baur heard fon: fooliſh Philoſophers affirme , that women have 
no ſoul-s : *rwrre well for ſome they had ne bodics; but rg make 
no body ofthe Quzene,, is treaſon, if it be not fellony. 

Red. Oh ivy royal love ! 

Fr Lovc,arrthou in love Redamant ? nay then thou a_- 
Talke 
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Talke treaſon or any thing. Folly and madneſſc arc [1/h free, and 
may ride checke by joll witha judge. But doſt thou know wha 
love is, thou one of Cupids overgrowne monkies Þ Come, crack 
me this nut of love,and take the maggot for thy labour. 
Red. Precthee dothou fay what 't18. 
Bar. No,l will fing a picce of my mindeand love tothee. 
Sings Love u a bog,a deep bog. wide bor, 
Love is a clog a greas Clog a cloſe clog, 
"T4 wildermeſſe to [we onr ſelyes, 
A balter "tix to nooze our ſelves, 
Tven dr wo Prin aut 0th mire : 
And threw the clog ints the fire, 
Krepe in the Kings high way, 
And ſober you Cannot ſtr-y. 
If the 1dmire no female elfe, 
Tie balter may go bang it ſelfe, 
Drink wine and be merry, for love s a folly : 
And dwells in the bouſe of mell ancvelly, 
Rod. 'Tis ſuch a merry baboone, and thootes quil's like a Por- 
cupize, but who's this ? 


Emer $1, Patrick,and bis traine 2 one deere. At the other, 
the King, Querne ou ſonnes and dengbters, Milebo, 
A coimarie and Prieſts, 
Bar. "Tis he, I know him by inſtinct. 
S1ngs. Parricke welcome wo this Tle, 
See bow e146 y tba42 doth (ile x 
Tothy flaffe and thy miter, 
And Lawne that u whiter, 
Aud every ſhaven crowne 4 welcome welcome to towne, 
Lover where tbe King, ma Orme cor erect rwee ? 
H : Princely ſonnes ant com: to mecte thee, 
And ſte where 1 paire irgf very fine Fares, 
Prepar d rou, 
That thou ns 1y ft -eyort thy welcome to Court, 
And tbe Bird 190, 
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nd ſo pray father give me your bl-ſſi ig. 
Pat, Ithank thee courtcous Bird,chy _- is t®ncſt. 
Bur ro the King my dutic- 
Kin, Welcome: Patrick, 
For ſo thou cal'it thy (elf; we have throwne off 
Our anger : and with calme,and mclting cyes 
Looke on thee. Thou haſt picty, to forgive 
Our former threats and language, and to latisie, 
For our deniall of ſome humble cottages, 
Againſt the hoſpitable lawes of nature, 
We givethec now our Palacc,uſc it freely. 
My fclfe, our Que:ne and children, will be all 
Thy gueſts : and owe our dwcllings to thy favour, 
Th:rc are ſome things of yencrable mark 
LI pon thy brow,thou art ſome holy man, 
Deſigi'd by providenceto make us happy 3 
Agen,molt welcome to us, 
Dnee, His alpett 
Doth promiſe goodnes: Welcome. 
Co, Tous all. . 
Pat, It this be hcartic, heaven will not permit 
Your charitics unrewardcd. 

Cor, I am weary 
Of chcle dull complements, Arcbimagw. 

Ac, Tam prepar'd, I know your bloud's a longing, 
Tochange cmbraccs with Emeria, . 
Receive this, which worne upon your 
Arme, is ſo by power of magicke fortifed, 

Y ou ſhall goe where you pleaſe mviſible, 
L]-till youtake it off : Goe to your Miſtres, 
Cor. voftly my decre Arcbimag;the rcſt 
Spcake in a whiſper; I ſhall be 9-alous of 
The intelligencing aire, 
Kin. You may be confident 
Our tavour ſpreads to all, But where 1s Dichu 
Your Convert ? wee'l reccive him to our grace t00. 
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Pat.- Hedurſt not Sir, approach your royall preſence. 


And griefe. for the ſad fate of his rwo ſonnes, 
Hath made him weary of ſociety : 
Not farre off in «a wood,he meanes to weare out 
Hislife in prayer and pennance, 

Arc How do you taſt it? 


Cor, "Tis rare, and-mult ſucceede to my ambition. 


Arc, Lool:notime time then, 

Cor, I fly, command me ever. 

Kin, 1 am not well o*>' (uddaine. 

wee, How? what itt 

That doth offend the King ? 

Kin, An evill conſcience: Alas my children. 

Con, Father. 

Arc, Sir. 

Erb. Pray ſpeaketo us, 

Kin, How thallI 
Wincredit with this good man , that I have 
Repented,for the bloud of Dichues ſonnes ? 

Pat, If you diſlemble not with heaven,I can 
Be calily gain'd Sir,to beleceve and pray for you. 

Kin, Soine winezit is the greatcſt ceremony 
Of love with us,the ſcale of reconcilement. 
Let ſome onebring us wine, ]l wo'not move, 
Unrtill I drink to this blceſt man. 

Arc. Away. 


Kin. This place (hall b: remembred to poſterity, 


Whcr- Leogarizs fir, ſhew'd himfelt friend 
To holy Patrick, * Tis religious thirſt, 
That wi.l ot Ict ine cxpeRt; till morercturne, 
Th-re is a ſtrcame of peace within my heart. 
Arc, Tis rarely counterteitcd, 
Con H- is my father, 
T hould -If reil him; Tisnor like a King, 


T- us to contpirea pore mans d:ath, What thinks 


Out 5oyall mother ? Is it jufg ro take 


Exit Cori. 


wp ; 
* St. Patrick for Ireland. 
By ſtratagemme, this innocent mans lite. 
Dne, What meancs my ſonne ? 
Con, Shall I betray the plot 
Yer ? andpreſcrve him: ſce the wine. 
Arc, The wine 
Atrcnds you Sir," 
Kin, ,Tis well, fill us a checrefull cup : here Patrick, 
We drink thy welcometo the Iriſh coaſts. * 
E:b, What docs my father mcanc to doc with this 
Duli thing ? hcelenever make a courticr. 
Fed, His very lookes have turn'd my bloodalrcady. ' 
Acc, PII ſpice his cuy, 
Kin, Doo (trongly. 
Dre, There's {'xmething within prompts me to pitty 
This itranger, 
Con, Doyoulove wine Sir ? 
Pat, It I did not, 
I ſhould preſume againſt my nature once 
To pl:aſc the King that hath thus honourcd us. 
om, Donot,l ſay donor, 
Arc. Pleaſc you Sir ? 
Kin, Come,gto our Queene, 
Rod." My royall love, would I bad the graceto drink to her or 
kiſle the cup. 
Pat, My dutic, 
Arc. Now obſcrve Sir the change, he has it home. 
Rod. IT cannot live,my heart wonot hold our, 
Kin, Forbzarc,as you affe your life, 
9», How's this? now I ſulpelt Conallus, 
Pat, lhavcore booneto ask your Mjeſtic ; 
Since you look on us with this gracious ſmile : 
hat you would give my poore companions leaves 
o bui14 a little chappell in this place, 
It ſhall be the firſt monument of your love ; 
ouſc our 0 wne religiongthe ground offers 


Pletity of ſtonc,the colt and painc begurs, 


St. Patrick for Ireland, 


Kin, Not yet ? 
Pat, "Twill bind as ever to pray for you. 
Kir, It ic were violent, as thou lay it, ir had 
By this time gnawne to his bowels, 
Pat. Sir, yvu mind not 
The humb'e fic I make. 
ATC. Not yer ? 
Pit, Great Sir. 
Kr. Tredocs not alter him, he rather lookes 
With tre. ſher bloud upon him. 
Ac. Tis my wonder, 
I did nor truſt another co prepare his cup. | 
Kin, Come, 'tis nor poylon, weare abus C. 
Arc, U,on my lite, 
Pat, The King is troubled. 
Kin. Prepare another, 
Arc, Ir ſtall be done. 
Kin. Come hich-r firra, you brought this wine. 
Rod. I did. Sir, 
Kin, And you ſhall taſte ir. 
Rods, Would F were bur worthy, 
Kin. I will have ic 6, Come, drink our health, 
Rod. May T remember your good Queenes, 
Arc. And he had the con{tirurion ot an Elephant 
"Twoul-! pay him, 
Qr, How cheere jou, Sir. 
Pat Wcll, Madam ; bur Tobſerve 
DiſtraFtionsin rhe King. 
Kin, Nay, drink it off, 
Rol. Andir wereas deep asthe root of Penmenmaure, my roy= 
all Love ſhould have ir, 
Kin. Now weſhall cry the ingredients, ir ſtirr'd 
F Nor him, has he done t ? | 
Kod. So. 
Arc. Yes, and che change bggins to ſhew alr:ady. 
Rod, Hoy ho what @har ? 
, m FE 


2, 
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Ber, Where ? 

tud, H.rc,hcre abouts, was the wine burnt ? oh there's wild>- 
fic. 1: crbe wine, 

Arc. It werkes on him. 

Rd, There's ſquits and crackers in my ſtomacke;z am not 1 
poylo1w'd ? 

Brr. Poyſor'd 2 we ſhall want a foolethen, 

Rod, Away,I i] never drink agen. 

Birr. Not oftcr,ard thou beeſt poyſon'd, 

Rod. It increaſes , my royall love has potfor'd me, herhealth 
has blowne my bowells up. Q'a cooler, would I were a while in 
the froz:n ſea , charity is not cold cnough to relecive me : the do» 
vill is making fireworkes in my belly. Ha the Queene, let me bur 
ſpcake to the Queenc; Oh Madam,little do you think , that I have 
poyſon'd my 1clf, Oh for your ſweete fake, But howſoever ; Oh 
think upon me when Iam dead, I bequeath my heart,Ok there*tis 
alrcady : my royall love farewell. 

Arc, Whetthinke younow ? it hath diſpatch'd him raving, 

Pat, Madam,you | ann pious heart, 1 finde 
My death was mcant; but 'tis hcaver's gocdnefle 
{ ſhould not tall by poyſon : do not looſe 
Your charity, 

Bar, Hee dead. 

Pt. Vray 1:t meſcethe fellow, 

Kar. Ir aftrights methis was ſome treaſon meant to us; 
And thce good man : How I am innocent, 

Pat, How {oone death would devonre him, 

Arc, Palt yourcure. 

Pat. That power we ſerye can call back lifc,and ſee, 

He has alittle motion, 

Br. He breathes too , nay thn he may live to have th'other 
cup : Madam, this Patrick, isa rarc phytition , if he ftsy with us, 
ice] m:keus all immorrall, 

Kin, Alive agen ? Oh let me honour thee, 

Dnce, We cannot Sir enoagh ; 

Recerycme Patrick, 


Awake 


St. Patrick for Ireland, 
A weake diſciple to thee : my foule bids me 
Embrace thy faith:Make me a Chriſtian. 
Kin, How ? did t thou hearc Arcbimzgny, let ſome 
Convey our Queenc hence, her weak conſcience melts; 
Sh:e'l be a Chriitia n ſhe ſayes : I hate her, 
Anddy contine her tothe houſe of Milcho 
Our zcalous Provoſt, 
Pit, Tisthe Kings pleaſure Madam, 
T ſhould attend you hence, 
Dnee, Where the King pleaſe. 
Pt, Tnany prifon Madam, 1I dare viſit you; 
B: comforted, they do bur fight with heaven, 
Con, I'll waite upon my mother. Excant. 
Kin. Looke to my daughters, 
Leaſt this change worke on them, 
Arc. They are my charg-. 
Kin, Be not dcj:ed Patrick, we do meane 
All good to thee : (et for war l,have a care 
Of that poore fellow. 
Pat. I Il attend you Sir, 
And truſtto Providence we ſhall be fafe, Frennt, 
Bir. How iſt now Rodemant? doſt thou remember thou wert 
d-ad ? Thou wert poyfon'd. 
Rod. There is a kinde of grumbling in my gurs {t:1l, 
Bar. Sings. Come, we will drinka cup boy but of better brewing, 
And we will drink it mp joy, without any feare of— 
Wine is injuſt that # taken on truſt, if it tarry with ws it fits, 
A cup boy, drinkup joy, and let em go poyſon ratts, Extunts 


Enter Emeria. 
Em. What is it that doth fir ſo heavy on me ? 

Since Coribrew talk'd with mc, I find: a dulnes in my braine ; and 
My :ycs look as through a miſt : which hangs upon my lidz, 
And weighes cm downe, He frighted me to heare him, 
He has a rugged and revengetull nature ; 
Not the ſweet temper that his brother, 

E, 2 My 
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My d-ere (omiIw, manc? alas dit I 
Say mine ? indeed he is Maſtcr of my heart, 
Bur ſomething makes m: tecare I ſhall nor Le 
So happy as I wiſh 1n his pofſefſion: 
Yet we have vowes on borh {id s,holy ones, 
Ard marriage ;romil'd. But 1 am too loud: z 
Yet not ,iny lodgings r2remote and priva'ſt 
Ot all thc Court: and I have diſmiſt the ſervants, 
None necre to reach my voicesthen rill this give 
Acceſlc, [ need not feare the {ilent chambers, 
lore cloules doe gather *Hout my cyes, *ris ſtrange, | 4 
Iam not u{%{tobe inclin'dto flcep?, 
While the day ſhines; then take w hat nature offers 
Emeria,ard comply,it may diicharge 
Thy waking mclancholly,fo I t<clc 
It gently lide upon my ſence 
Enter Spirit, before Co ibreus b apited pl orz0u (s 
and repreſenting Ceancrochi, 
- Cor. Sojfo.thi« ammc< ct I tu.d- fecures me 
From all obſ.rvers,n1d TInow am in 
H. r chainber,by a feate iny Spirit « 14 me : 
Ha ? She le 'pes tooy what a tine Baw d the devill is, 
What orportuitics he can trame to bring 
Theſe things te paſſe; I were belt loule ne tune; 
Mam, Madam, fairc Emeria, 
Eme, Ha? who's chat? was ita voice that cal'd me? 
Or do dreame ? here's no borly , this key 
Made all without faſt; yet I':] 1c, Exit, 
Cor, I had 
Forgor, ſh:e*|: never ſee me if I do not 
Take off my charme,perhaps I may agenbe viſible 
If I ha not loſt my ſclfes Emer Emeriz, 
Eme.. The doorcs arctaſt. 
Hal Bleflz me you Powers, 
This mutick 1s not frequent in my chambers ; 
'Tis here 1 know not where, I cance nothing, 


Se. Patrick for Ireland. 


Cor, Emeria. 
Eme, Who iſt that calls Emeria? goodnes ayde me ! 
Cor. Pur off thy fright Emeria, yet | blame not 
Thy feeble fence to trembic at my preſence : 
Not uſ'dto mortall cyes,and unprepar'd, 
But gather (trength,and call thy blood agen 
Whol: ſ{cate a palcnefle doth ufurp : I am 
Thy freind, 
Eme. But no acquaintance ſure,what are you ? 
Cor. Not what 1 ſeeme,I have aflum'd this forme, 
To tell thee what a happineſle 18 now 
Coming from heaven upon thee. 
Eme. Vpon me ? 
Cor. And when the {weete Emeria iscollefted, 
Shceewill looſe her lifc agen 1n joy ad wonder, 
Eme, My itrength returnes,this is a gentle language, 
And Spirit,it thou bceit one; ipeake thy will, 
Cor. Then know Emeria,l am no mortall 
But Ceancrochi,chicte of all the gods 
That now appcare. 
Eme. T know not what to anſwer 
But with my humble knee. 
Cor, Thy pure devotion 
Richer then cloud:s of incenſe, Myrrhe,and Caſſia, 
Ad all the Gummes whoſe piles make {wecte our Altar, 
Hath becadelighttull to the gods,and me, 
And have l:ft the Palace of the blelt, 
W hcre many glorious virgins waite : and want thee, 
A fellow ſinger in their heavenly quires 
To viſit inthis forme the faire Emeris, 
A..dthaik thee for thy pious ſacrifices; 
Riſe then and be confirm'd » we mcane to honour 
Thy p-r{on and thy vertues. 
Em, Can tht> roote 
Be 1 much blc{t ? and can fo great a deity 
Conliver my imperfc& dutic thus ? 
E 3 


Cor» 


ay Se. Patrick for Ireland. 


Cor. To aſſure thy thoughts, ask faireſt virgin, what 
Thoa moſt deſireſt, and it ſhall firmer, than 
The D:{tinies, be made thine owne : haſt thou 
A with to this worlds gloric, tobe greater ? 
Would'(t thau cnlarge thy knowledge, or thy pleaſure ? 
Do'ſt thou affe to have thy life extended, 
Double the courſe of Nature 3 or thy beautie 
Above the malice of diſcalſe, or time 
To wither 2 Woulc'it thou ſec thy booke of fate, 
Ard rea1 the various lincs that fall into 
Thy life, as to their center : ſpeake, and be 
Poſleſt ; it thou refuſe what here is nam'd, 
Thy wiſh will come too late, Emeriz ? 

Em, None of all theſe ; let me be ſtill accepted 
An humble ſcryant tothe gods. 

Cor, Then 
Will tind ſome other way tothy reward : 
Firſt, w:rcl-aſc that dutic of thy knee 3 
R-achthy faire hand. 

Em. I darcnot, 

Cor, Doe not tremble, 
It ſhall but mcet another like thine owne ; 
For I had care not to affright my virgin : 
What d-/{t thou fee in me, that to thy ſenſe 
A-ppcares not man ? Divinitie 1s too bright 
For thy weakeeye, and therefore [| have clad 
In this no thrceatning ſhaps, all that 1s divtae x 
That I with fatctic of thy fence, Emeris, 
Might viſit thee « cone, I will fee thee ofrens 
If thou be wife to underſtand how much 


It is my will to honour thee3 and I 6 


Will thus deſcend, and leaveay beames behind, 
Whoſe brightncſſc were enough to burne thee, 
To converſe with thce in a loving way 

Of ſmiling thus, and thus cmbracing thee — 
Of mixing palmes, nay I will kife thee too, 


St. Patrick for Ireland. 


Em. Doc our gods practiſe this # 
Cor, Not, but with thoſe 
Thcy mcanc elpectall grace to, fuchas they know muſt hereafter 
ſhinc above with them, though mcerly mortals, arc ador'd - and 
ſ{cldoms: viſit the world, hid thus in fleth and bloud, which wee at 
pleaſure can aſſume, and have deſires like you and have our paſli- 
ons t003can love, I, and enjoy where wee will place the happi- 
neſſe, clic we had leſle than men. 
Em. I thought the powers above had beencall honeſt, 
Cor. * [is in them chaſtitics nor is it fin 
In thoſe weloveto meet wit ative flames, 
And be = mothers to immortall iflues : 
How oft hath ove, who juſtly is ador'd, 
Left h-aven, to prattiic love with ſuch a faire one ? 
The Sun, for one embraceof Daphne, would 
Have pawn'd his beames : not one, bur hath ſometimes 
eſcended, to make trunfull weake Mortalitic. 
Oh, if thou could'{t bur reach, Emeris, 
With thy imagination, what del1ght, 
What flowing extafies of joy webring 
Your ſex, made nice and cold by winter lawes 
Of man, that freeze the bloud, thou wood'ſt be fond 
Tomy embraces,and petition me 
Toblefſc thee with a rape, yet I woethy 
Conſenr. 
Em. Away : 
Thou art no god ſure, bur 
Some vicious Impoſtor ; Can a Deitie 
Breath ſo much impious language, and reward 
Vertue with ſhame? 
Cor, Take heed, and doe not vaine 
Thy (clfe by rath and froward op; ofition ; 
Know, I can make thee nothing, at a breath, 
Em, B:tterbe fo, than made fo foulea being. 
Cor. Nay then, what ſhould have becne with thy conſent a 
bleſſing, ſhall now only ſerve my pleafare, and I will takethe for» 


feir of thy coldncefle. Fm, 
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Em. Oh hclp, fome man, I dare not call upon the gods ; for they 
are wicked growne, oh help. 

Cor, I ſhall need none, thou thing of difubedience, thou art now 
within my power ot love, or turie : yeeld, or II force thee int» po 
ſtures ſhall make pleature weep, and hurle chee into wantunnedle, 

He carries ber in, 


The Devils rejoycing in 4 dance conclude the A, 


Cy. cnn 


—  _______—— -_ 


Acr. I'V. 


Fetrr Milche imd Servant; 


Mil, Who's withthe Queene, my priſoner ? 
Ser, The Prince Conaullus came to vilit her, Exit Ser, 
Mil. So: bid my daughecr Emeriz come hither, 
She's come veric melancholy trom che Courts 
Under prercnce to wait upon the Queene here. Enter Emeria, 
Scill Gd ; come, I mult have your face looke otherwile, 
Drefle ir in {iniles : T hope you pur not on 
This forrow tor the Queene, ſh- 15 4 crayror 
To the King, andco the gods. 
Em, A traycor, Sir ! 
Oh doe nor (ay {6 ; *ris, I heare, for nothing, 
Bur looking on rhe {tranger Patrick wich 
Some PitiC, 
Adil. Ic will not run 
Our of my chunght ; bur this is the fame Patrick 
Thar was my flave once, he was a Brictan ro0 : 
I know nor how, he found ſome treature then 
To buy his libertic : were he aven 
My ſlave, no gold ſhould buy him from my ſwine, 
Whoſe once companion he was : Emeriz, 
IY'yec hcarc » Conillu, the young Prince 1s come 
To. fee his mother ; uſe him g-ncly, girle : 


Come, I have beard he docs attc& thee, ha? 
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He may be King, 
Em, His brother Coribreus 
Is ncerer to that tirle,and he fayes 
He loves me. 
Ai. Docs he 10.? then love him belt, 
Eme, Imagine I had promitd, Sir, my hear: 
To his younger brother. 
Mil. Break athoutand promiles, 
And hazard breaking of thy heart too wench, 
To bebur one degree neerer a Queene; 
It does exalt my heart,(pread all thy charmes 
Ot wit and language, when he courts thee girle : 
$imile, Kifle> or any thing,that may cndeere 
Him and fo great a fortune: I muſt leave thee, 
But wonot b: long abſent, 
Ser, Sir,the Bird docs prefleto fee the Queene, 
Mil, He muſt not fec her, 
His infolence Ill puniſh; yet admit him hither, 
His pleaſant nature may raiſe mirth 


In my (ad daughter. Enter Br {. 


Welcome, merry &rd, 

Bay, I carenot whither I dc or no: the Queene 
I come to lee, 

Mil. Shee's private with the Prince: 
tom: hither,do'it chou fce that piece of tullernneſle, 
That phlegmartick foolith thing, 

B ir, | ——_—_ 

Afil. Make her merry,and Fl givethee 
Gold joy to purchaſe a a peherc's tom: 
In carnelt; thou haſt want n pretty longs 
To(tirre the merry thouzhts of maids ; I'me gone 
To givethee opportunity, my prelence 
May ſpoile tho working od mirth,cthat do! 
Sha t {peak with the Queciic t0. 

Bir, Fare you well Sir,ardrakea knave 
Along we'e, Here $a rot 


| Sprung 


«+ 


Se. Patrick for Ireland. 
Sprung our of a thiſtlenow : You are ſad, Madam. 


Em, I haveno cauſe of mirth, Brd, 
Br, What d&'yee think of me ? 
Em, Thiak of thee, Bard ; I chink th'art honeſt, and canſt ſhew 
_ face ſomerimes, wubout an over joy within, bur 'ris thy 
ce, 
Ba, I know why you are ſo melancholy, 
Em, Prethee why do i think, Bard ? 
Bs, Yon want a man, 
Em, Why, thou artone ? 
By. That's more than you know. Sings. 
"Tic long of muon that maids are ſad ; 
Come tben, and ſweetly ki ſje tern, 
Their lipr invite, you will be mad 
Tocome too Lite awd miſſe them, 
In their checks, are fmll-blonrne roſes 
To make garlands, to maky peſts : 
He that deſires to be a father, 
Let bim make baiſte before the) fall and g.tber : 
T ou ſt ;y too long. and do then: wrong : 
I' men would 2 Irgins ſtrroe fo leaſe, 
No "m 11d thus yeere ſhould aye v Th greene 4rſeaſe, 
What, are you merrie ye ? 
Em. I am fo far 
From being rais'd co mirth, that I encline 
To inprer. | 
Bi, Come, I'll fie you with a fong, 
A lamenrtablc ballad, of onc loſt 
Hc.r maiden-head. and would needs have it cri'd; 
Wirh all the marks, in h-»pe to ha'r agen. 
Em You were not ſeat to abuſe me ? 
Ez, A daintie aire roo, I'll but tune my inſtrument, 
Em, Nu more, or I'll complaine : ſure hee knowes nothing of 
my diſhonour, How mice owne thoughts fright me ? 
Ba, Now you ſhall heare the dirtic. 
Em, Hence, fooliſh Bard, 


Sings. 


St. Patrick for 


She m ide faff the doore, 


Sve was certaine before, 


Now to the Queene. 


Darken'd chy face, I ſuffer roo in that. 
Griete thou wilt enfurce back, and beger 


Ot chine, I meer a warry ſepulcher. 


Io quſt ihe ir ro che world. 
Em, Call back 


On me, for I have norhing to deſerve'em. 


Emeria till 
Em, That word hath wonnded me, 
Com, Why. art noe thou chy (elke ? 

Em, I have th- ſhape ſtill, 
| Bane not the inward part. 
Con, Am T fo mitcrabl-, 
To have my taich ſuſp={ted, for I dare not 


F 2 


Think chou canit fin by any change: Wh 


Treland, 


Ba, Al poore wench was ſizbing, and weeping amine, 
And f 1ine wou'd ſhe bave ber virganitie ag ai 
Loft ſhe knero not how 4 inber ſleep (# ſhe ſa 
| She went to bed pure, but ſhe riſe nota maid : 


Sie Liid ber ſe'fe downe inthe bed : 
Bur wben ſhe aw thed, the ruth is ſturkenaked, 
Ob foe mift ber maiden bead; 
Fnter Conallas. 
” Hazthe young Prince, I'll carrie no longer w'ce. 


Ext. 


Con, Emeriz, prethee doe nor hide thy face 
From me, *tis more than common forrow makes 
Thee look thas : It che Queenes miſ-torrunes have 

* Tf for thy clferhon weep't, my almoſt ebbing 
New ſeas, in which, made high by one ſtrong figh 
My mn>chers tace commands my gricte, bur chine 
A greater ſuffering, fince our hearts are one, 
And chere wan.s nothiug,bur a ceremony 


Your promiſes, my Lord, they wereill pla-d 


Can, Ttthon beſt conſtant ro thy ſelte, and are 


at at 
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HaveI done my Emeriz ? or who hath 
Poylon'd w pure ſoule wich ſuggeſtion 


Ot my revolc? Apoltalic Fll cal} is, - _ 
For naxt our gods, thou art my happinede, 


Em. Now, my deere Lord, and ler mce adde chus much 


In my owne part, I never lov'd you berrer ; 
Never with more religious thoughts and honour 
Look'd on you ;. my.hearr never made a vow 
So bleſſed in my hopes, as that I gave you, 
An41I ſuſpect not yours, 

Con, Whar then can make thee, 

My Emeri., lefſe ; or me ? Thou do'ſt affright 

Em, Yes, I am lefſe, and have that taken trom me 
Hath almoſt letr me nothing, or if any, 

So much unworthy you, that you would curſe me, 
Should I betray you to receive Emeria, 

Con. Doe nor deſtroy me fo, be plaine, 

Em. Then thus 
Bur it I drop a teareor two, pray pardon me * 
Did nor the {tory touch my ſcltc, I ſhould 
Weep for ir in another ; you-did promiſe 
To marrie me, my Lord. 

Con, ] did, and will, 

Em. Alas, I havelolt. 

Con, Whar ? 

Em, The portion that I prommis'd to bring with me, 

Con, Do I value thy wealth ? 

Em, Oh, bur the treaſure 
loſt, you wil expeR, and ſcornemeever, 
Becauſe you haveir not ; yer heaven is wirnefſe 
Tis nor my fault, a thicte did force ic from me. 
Oh my deere Lord, 

Con, T know not what to fearc, 

Speake plainer yet, 

Em. Youl fayT am too lond, 

When I but whiſper, Sir. I amno virgin, 
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Con, Ha! 
Em, I knew 'twould trighr you ; bn by all thoſe reares, 
The poore Lamb, made a prey xo the fierce wolte, 
Had nor more innocence, or lefſe conſent 
To be devoured, than I to loſe mine honour, 
Cor, Why, wert thou raviſhed? 
Em, You bavenamedir, Sir, 
Con, The villaine, name the villaine, ſweer Emeri z, 
Thar I may ſend his leprous faulero hell for'e, 
And when he hath conteſt the monſtrous fin, 
” TI! think thee ſtill a virgin, andrhou art {o : 
Confrme thy pietie by naming him, 
Em, It will cnlarge bur your yexarion, Sir, 
That he's above your anger and revenge; 
For he did call himſelfe a god thar did ir. 
Con, The Devill he was; Oh do notwrack, Emeriz, 
+ The heartthat honours thee 3 mock me nor, I prethee, 
With calling him a god, it was a furic, 
The matter fiend of darknefle, and as-hor 
As hell could make him, that would raviſh thee. 
Em, If youdo think I ever lov d you, Sir, 
Or have a ſoule after my bodies rape, 
He nam'd himſelfe a god, great Ceancroching, 
To whom I owe my ſhame and transformation, 
Com, Oh. I amloſt in miſerieand amazement Exit, 
Em. So ; TI did ſec before it would afflit him: 
Bur having given theſe reaſons to Conallur, 
For our divorce, I have provided how 
To finiſh all diſgraces by my death, Enter Archimague. 
Come, cure of my diſhonour, and with bloud 
Waſh off my ftaine. Ha, Archimagus / 
Arc. Madam. 
Em. What newes with our great Prieſt. 
Arc, Tcome to tell you, heavenly Ceancrochiug, 
Of whom I had this day a happie viton, 
Is pkeag'd agen to viſit you, and commanded 
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I ſhould prepare you. 
Eme. | begin _ finde 
Some Magicall impoſture. Does he know it ? 
Arc, I leave to ſay,how much you are his favorite, 
Be wiſc,and humble tor ſogreat a blefling, 
Eme, This does increaſe my fearcs,I've been betraid, 
Pl! live a little longer then; great Prictt 
My words are poore to make acknowledgement 
For ſo divinc a a favoar ; Burl ſhall. \ 
Humbly expe&1nd hold my felte #gen 
Bleft in his preſence. * Enter Corybreus a before babited, 
Arc. Hee's here Emeria 8 
Never was virgin ſa much honourtd, Exit. 
Cor, How is it with my $Wwoer Emeria ? 
Eme, That queſtion would become an ignorant Mortall, 
Wholc ſcrſe would be inform'd; nor Ceanc rocbing 
Whoſe cyc at once can fee the foule ofall things. 
Cor, Ido not ask, : _s bi 
To make thee think I doubr;but to maintain 
That ftorme,which men familiar to ſuch faite anes uſe 
W hen they converſe : For I would have my language 
Soft as a lovers, 
Eme, Yon are (till gtacious. 
Cor, This temper is becoming,md thon doſt 
Now appeare worthy of our loycsand preſence. 
I knew when thy wifefoulcexamin'd what 
It wasto bethe darling t6 a god, 
Thou would'ſt compolc thy geſtares,and refigne 
Thy ſ:Ife to our great will: Whych we accept 
And pardon thy firſt frailty; "ris in us * 
Emeria to tran(late thee hence to-heavpth, 
W ichout thy bod:cs ſeparatior, 
I'th twinckling of an cye,but thou Fha't live 
Here to convinceerring mortality; 
That gods do viſit ſuch rel ike tab 
In humane forme; and this flute *erth... 1 
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Em, And thus be anſwered, with a reſolute heart, Stab bim, 


Cor, Oh thou haſt murder'd me,Strumper,hold, 
Eme. Surc it you bea god,you are above 
Theſe wounds : If man thou haſt dtfery'd to blecd 
For thy 1mpicty. 
Cor. My blood 1s puniſh'd, 
A curic upon thy hand, I 1m no god; 
I am the Princesſce Coryorews, 
Em. Ha? the Prince? were you my raviſher my Lord ? 
I havedone a juſtice tothe gods in this 
And my owne honour. Thou loſt thing to goodnefle; 
It was a glorious wound.and I am proudc 
To be the gods revenger. 


Cor, H:1p,Oh Iam loft. He dies. 


Em. Cill onthe furies they did h-1>chy ſinne, 
And will tranſport thy ſoulc on their black wings 


- To hell,Princ:zand the gods can donolefle, 


Than in reward todraw thy purple ſtreame up, 
Shed in their cauſc,and place it a portent 

In hcaven,ro affright ſuchf.ulc laſcivious Princes. 
I will live now,chis ſtory ſhall not fall ſo, 

And yet 1 muſt not ſtay here,now Conallu 

I have dove ſome reyengetor thee in this, 

Yet all this wonot h Ip me tomy owne 

Agenz my honour ofa virgin n:ver will 
Returne,l live and move, but wanting thee, 


At beſt I'me but a walking miſcric, Exit, 


Enter Rodament reading, 

Rod. My royall love,my Lady,and faire Miſtertcs, 
Such love as minc, was never read in hiſtories. 
There's love, and love,good, 

The poylon to iy heart was not ſocruell, 


As that I cannnot hang thce, how'sthat,hang the Queone ? 


The poyſon to my heart was not ſocruell, 
As that I canumot hang thee, my rich jewell. 


Within 
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Within my heart. Oh there's hang and jewell,and heart,and heart, 
good agen, 
I am thy conſtant Flfe, 
And dare for thy ſweet ſake,go hang my ſolfe, 
What though 1 am no Lord, yet I am loyall, 
There*sa gingle upon the Icttergto ſhew if (he will 
Give me but an inch,I'Il rake an cll; Lord and loyall , and though 
no prince I am thy ſervant royall, Thzre's no figure in that, yes 
impoſſibility,ſervant and royall, 
Then grant hjm love for lovegthat dorh preſent theſe, 
With Noverint univerſi per pretentes, 
there's to ſh:w Iam a Linguiſt, with a rumme inthe rime cenſiſt- 
ing of two leverall languages , beti.lc love and love , thy jeatantd 
alablaſter face, I cat becaulc it drawes th: ſtraw ot my heart, and 
alablatcr.becaule there 1s ſome whitcan her tacc, 
Thy jeat and Alablaftor face now calls, 
My love and hunger up to eat ſtone walls, | 
Burt ſo I may bitc of her noſe, it her face be alablafter;but the 1s in 
priſon, there it hol ds, and [ may do her {crvice to break priton tor 
herany way, Wecllghere'senough at a time, it ſh- like this,l have 
anambling muſe that ſhall be at her ſervice: Bur what ſtumbling 
block is cat in my way ? This isno place to fleep2insl take it in a 
ſtory under a trundleved : I have fecne theſe clothes atore nowgthe 
tailor tooke mcature for one of our gods that made 'cm; d:'c heare 
freir.d,ha! *tis the Prince Corybrexs, deady kild, Ha? my Lord hee's + 
ſpeechleſle. What were I beſt tg doe? ini ſtead of ſearching rhe 
wound i']1 firit f-arch his pockets : What's hero? a bracelct-;” a 
pretty toy, as [l give itthe Queene, bur it I be found here alone 1 
may be tound necc ſlary to his. death, Hagwhat hall I do? 
\ 1 Hiderbimſclſ,. 
Enter CAtilebs and ſervant, 
At il, Ny daughter gone abroad without a ſervant ? 
- I off: r'd my attendance. 
. Hal what.y/herc,gng Mutdear'd? *cisthePrince, 
A in my henuſe.c« nfuſion,,Lopk about, 
Sc a rch tor the traitour I am undane. tor ever. 
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Ser, The Prince ! i'll rake my oath I fee himnot enter, 
Why thus diſguis'd ? 
Mil. Itremblc to look on him, feck everic where. 
Ser, I gave acccfle tononebut Rodamant, and he 1s gone. 
Al. \\ hat ſhall we doc? remove the murder'd body, 
A..d on thy life be filent, we are loſt clfc. 
Attend withour, a1.d giveacceſſ: to none, 
Till I have thought ſoine way through this affliction. 
Did my ſtars owe mc this ? oh, I could curſe *cm, 
And trom my vex d heart exhale a vapour 
Of cxecrations, that ſhould blaſt the day, 
And darken all the world, The Prince murder'd 
In my houſe, and the Traytor not diſcovered. Enter Servaut, 
$:r, One, Sir, with a lctter, 
Mil. Let him carric it backswherc's the young Prince,Conallns? 
Ser. Gone long ſince, Sir. 
Afil. Vil lay the murder upon him) 
It will be thought ambition, or upon the Q1'Ce. 
Ser, Sir, one watts 
With a Letter from the King, 
Mil. The King ? that name 
Shoots horrour through me now, who is the meflenger ? 
Ser, Aſtranger both in habitand in perſon : 
This is he, Sir. Entey Patrick, 
Mil, Ha. 
Pat, The King falutcs yous 
My Lords this paper ſpeaks his royall pleaſure, 
You have forgot me, Sir ; but I havebecne more 
Familiar to your knowledge: Is there nothing 
Wirhin my face, that doth reſemble once 
Allave you had ? 
Mil. Hay is vour name Patrick? : 
Pat. It is, my Lord : I made my humble ſuit 
Toth* King, that by his favour I mi3he viſit you ; 
Aiid though I have not now that ſerviletye, 
It will not ſhame me to protceſle I owe 
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Yon dutieſtill, and ſhall ro my bcſt power 

Obey your juſt commands, 
Ail, Hewritto me, 

Thar T ſhould ery my art, and by ſome ſtratagem 

Diſcharge his lite ; I'll do'r, bur all this wonor 

Quir the ſuſpirion of rhe Princes death: 

Whar if I lay the murder to his charge ? 

I can (wearc any thing, Bur if he come off, 

My head muit anſwer ; no trick in my braine ? 

Y'are welcome; the King wrices you havedefires 

To ſce the Qyeene, you ſhall entr<ar her preſence. 
Pat. The King has honour'd me. 
Atl, You have delerv*dir. 

And TI doe count it happincſle to receive 

Whom he hath grac'd ; bur the remembrance 

Ot what you were, addes ro theenterrainment ! 

My old acquainrance, Patrick, 
Pat. You arenoble, Frrt-y Oneene ind B rd 
Mil. The Qucene ? welcome agen, come hicher, firra, 
Pat, Madam; I joy ro ſee you, and preſenr 

My humble dutie : Heaven bath heard my prayers, 

T hope, and it you ftill preſerve that poodnale. 

Thar did {6 late, and{weetly ſhine npon you, 

I may not be unwelcome, ſince there is 

Something behind, whichI am truſted with, 

To make you happier, 
On, Holy Patricik, welcome, 
Mil, Obey in everie circumſtance : My deſpaire Exit Sert, 

Shall have revenge wait on ic, This is, Madam, 

A good man, he was once my flare , let nor 

T hat title rake thy prefent freedome of 

My houſe ; my fortunes and my fare, I wiſh, 

May have one period with thee, I ſhall 

Attend youu agen, I hope we all may live 

And dye together yer. My dutic, Madam, Exit, 
Bi, I doe not liketheir whiſpering, there's ſome miſchiefe, hee 

did 
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did 6 over-att his courtefie, I'll looke abour us, 
Pat, Doc, honeſt Bard, Oh Madam, if you knew 

The difference bet wixt my faith, and yuur 
Religion, the grounds and progreſſ- of 

Whac we proteſſe, the tweernclle, cerraintic, 
A nd full rewards of vertue, you would hazard, 
Nay, loſe the gloric of ren thouſand worlds, 
Like this to be a Chriſtian, and be bleft 

Tolay your like downe (bur a moment, on 

W hich our erernitic depends) and chrough 
Torture and ſeas of bloud contend, to reach 
Thar blefſed viion ar laſt, in which 


Is all char can be happtc, and perteCtion. Emer B ud. 


9s, Thave a ſoule moſt willing to be taught, 

Bi, Oh Madan, fire, help, we areall loſt, 
The huule is round abour on hre, the doores 
Arebarr'd and lock'd, there is no going torrh, 
We ſhall be burnt, and that will ſpoyle my hnging : 
My veyce hath be-n recover'd troma cold ; 


Bur fire will poyle ir utterly. Enter Vitor, 


Ang. Vit, Have nodread, holy Patrick, all their malice 
Shall nevcr hurt thy perſon, Heaven doth look 
With (corne upon their ereacherie, thou art 
Reſcrv'd to make this Nation glorious, 

By their converſion to the Chriſtian faich, 
WhichſbalL by bloud of many Marryrs grow 
Till ic be call d the Tland aſthe Saines ; 

Look up, and ſee what thou obſerv'it, 

Milcho throwing his treaſures into the flames. 

Adil, Patrick, thon art caught, inevitable flames 
Muſt now devoure thee, th'art my tlave againe, 
There is no hope to (cape : How I doe glorie, 
Thar by my policie thon ſhalrconfume, 

Though I be made a facrifice with thee 

To our great gods; ha, ha, che Qyeene : Bard, 

You will be exlent roſt mearfor che Devill, 
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Pat, Heare me, 
Mil. | chooſe tolcap into theſe fires, 
Rather than heare thee preach thy curl:d faith, 
Yarc ſure to follow me, the King will praiſe 
My laſt a& yct; chus I giveup my brcath, He burnes 
And facrifice you all for his ſons d-ath, bimſelſe, 
Pat, Oh Tyrant, cru:ll to thy ſcitc, but we 
Muſt fellow our bleſt Guide and holy Guardian : 
Lead on, good Angell, fearc nor, vertuous Q1:ene 
A black night may beg-t a ſmiling morae, 
At worlt todye, *tis caſicr than be borne. Exeunt, 
Recorders. The Altar prepar'd with Ferechus and Endarim, a8 
before, King  Conillm, Archimagus, Prieſt, Ethne, 
Fedella, a ſacrifice of ( briſtian blond, 
Arc. Great ove and Marrappcaled bee 
With bloud, which we now ofter thee, 
Drain'd ftroma Chriſtians heart, our firſt 
Oblation of that Sc accurſt ; 
And may we to the Altar bring 
Patrick, our {:cond offering, 
The father of this Tribe, whoſe blood 
Thus ſh:d, will doz thisIland good. 
The gods allow what we preſent ; 
For ſecs the holy flame is ſent 
To mightic ove and Mers, now bring 
Your vocall facrifice, and ſing. Song at the Altar, 
Looke downe, great Fove and Gad of war, 
A new ſacrifice is layd 
On your Alters, ricver far, 
Than what in arromatick beaps wepaid : 
No curled ſmoake we ſend, 
With perfumes v0 befr iend 
Te aroeping aire, the clowd 
IWe offer #s exbal'd from bloud, 
Adore ſpining than your tapers are, 
Andeverie drop is worth a ſtar, 
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Were therend red in heaven, from the torne heart 
Of Chriſtians, we that colour could imparts 
And with their bloud, ſupply thoſecrimſon ſtrzakes 
That dreſſ-the #kie, when the faire morning breakes, 
Enter Rodamant, and whiſpers the King, who falleth 
| pon the . 
Con. Father. Are, The King. 
Le, Away. Lect not a daughters ſtir from hence : 
Is this reward, you gods, for my devotion : Exit with 
Arc, No mors : I could not by my Art foreſce Conallus, 
This danger. 
Ecb. Our father ſeem'd muchtroubled, 
Arc. 1 muſt appearc a ſtranger to all paſſages, 
Be not diſturb*d, my princely charge, uſe you 
The free dclights of life, while they are preſented 
In theſc your lovers: Sirra, make faſt the doore, 
And wait aloofe ; I'll follow the fad King. Exit. 
Fed, No milſeric can happen, while I thus 
Embracc Ferochw. 
Etb. And I fafe in the armes 
Of my deare f{crvant. 
End, You make it heaven by gracing me. 
Fer, But why bave weo long 
Dclay*'d our blcſt cnjoyings, thus content 
With words, the ſhaddowes of our happineſle. 
Rad, So, to, here's fine devotion in the Temple: 
Bur where's my bracelct, let me fee? 
Fer. Where's Kodamant 7 
Rod, Am I inviſible agen ? Is thisthetrick on't. 
Fer, The doorc is ſafe ; come, my dearc princely Miſtreſle, 
And with the crowne of love reward your ſervant. 
Fed, What's that ? 
Fer, Fruition of our joycs, 
Fed, Is notthis 
Dclight cnough, that we converſe, and {mile 
And kiſſe, Fe Z Rodamant kjſſer Fedels, 
G 3 Who's 
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Fer, Wheres Madam ? 

Fed, T telt anocher lip. 

Fer, Than mine ? here's none, try ir agen 
Why ſhould her conſtiruzion be to.cold? 

I would nor loſ- morcopportunicies, 
Love, ſhoor a flame like mine inco her boſome, 

Eth. Who's that, Eudariz, that kiſt. me now 2 
*  Evud. None, (ince youbleſt my lip witha touch, Madam, 

. Mytrother is at play widrpour faire filter, - 

Etb, I telr a as 

Fn4, A beard? chat'sſftrange. 

Rod, You ſhall tedleſoamecltroo. Hye ftriker Endarim, 

End, Why thar unkind blow, Madam ? 

Etb, Whar meanes'myderranc? 

Rad, Now to my other gameſter. 

Fer, Oh, I could dwell for ever in this boſome, Rod. puls Fer, + 
Bur is there nothingelſeifor us tutatte ? | by twe woſe, 
Hold. | 

Fed, What's the matter ? 

Fer, Something has almoſt rorne away 3 noſe, 

Endarins ? 

End. What layes my brother ? 

Fer, Did you pull meby the nolc? 

End. I mov'd nothence. 

Did you kick me, brother ? 1 

Fed, Wc have troubled fancies ſure, hrre'sno body 
Bur our ſelves ; the doores, you lay, are fake, 

Fer. Wonor that prompt you 1 lomerhing ele ? 

Fed, I dare not underftand you, | 
Whar bloud is thatupon your:tao: ? 

Rod, You want a beard, young Gentleman.  * 

Fer, Mine? Bloud ; Ifelr — 
Glanc'do'my checke : ny 
Brother, your noſe bled yowrhattucborrd. ;-.'1 | 
End, Younted nordluſhvlone (de yn I 
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Eb, Ts-not this ſtrange, lifter; how came our ſervants 
So bloudy ? 
Fer, Agen, I prethee leave this fooling with my face, 
T ſhall be angrie. 
End, I rouch'd you nor, 
Rod. Another wipe for tor you. 
Eth, Some ſpirir Cre: 
T cannot containe laughter : what a raw head my ſervant has ? 
Fed. Mine has the fame complexion, 
Rod. Pur me to keep the doore another time. T ha kept 'em ho 
neſt, and now I will be viſible agen, Knock. 
Fer, Rodamant, 
Rd, Here : T was a ſleep, but this noyſe wak'd me. 
Ha you done with the Ladies ? 
Open the doores. Within, Enter Prie(f, 
Py, Weare undone, my Lords, theKing is coming 
- In turie back againe, wich full refolve 
To break theſe images, his fn is ſlaine, 
And burnt eo aſhes ſince, in Ailchv's houſe, 
Aud he will be revengdupon the gods, 
He fayes, rhat would nor fave his deareſt for : 
I teare he will rurne Chriſtian : Arcbimagmss 
Is under guard, and brought along to {ce 
This execution done, no artcan ſave you. 
Etb, Weare loſt roo for ever, in our honours, 
Leo, Break downe the Temple doores, Witbin, 
Pr, He's comealready, weareall loſt, Ma lam. 
Fer, Tearcoff theſe antick habirs quickly, brocher, 
Doe you the ſame. More blond upon our taces, 
Oh. my Fedellz, fomerhing may preſerve us 
To meer agen :* Endarins, fo, lo : open, 
Enter King, Archbim inns, Gu id, Ferac him, Fndarimns 
confidens ly meer the King, 
Leo, Ha! keep off, more horrours eo affrighe we, 
] muſt confeſſe I did command your deaths 
(lnjuſtly, now my ſon is murder'd for ir, 
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Fer. Oh donot pull more wrath from heaven upon you. 
Love innocencegthe gods have thus reveng'd 
In your ſonnes gays Draw not a greater 
Vp on your ſelf and this faire Iland, by 
Threatning the temples,and rhe gods chenafibous, 
Looke on them ſtill with humble reverence, 
Or greatcr punifhments remaine for you a 
To ſuff:r; and our ghoſts ſhall never leave 
To fright thy confcience,and with thouſand ſtings 
AMiR thy ſoule to madnefc and defpaire : 
Be paticnt yer and proſperand ler fall 
Thy anger on the Chriltianexthar clſc 
Will poyſon thy fairc kingdome. 
Kin, Ha , Archimagws,cauſt thou forgive me, 
And ſcnd thoſe ſpirus hence ? 
Arc. 1 can,great Sir, 
You troubled Spirits,I command yon leave 
The much diſtraftcd Kingz returne and ſpeedily, 
Toſlcepe within che boſorhe of the ſer, 
W hich the kings wrath,and your ſal tatcs aſſign'd yee ; 
And as you move to w expeRing monument 
The wavcs agen,no frowne appcare upon you, 
Bur gliic away 1n peace. 
End, F:r. We doobey 
Great Pricſt ard vaniſh. Exewrt. 
Eth. Arc they gone Fedella ? 
They tr: of womans wir at a dead lifr, 
This was above our braines; I Loye him fort 
And with my ſelf i.;'s armes now toreward him, 
I ſhould fnde him no ghoſt a'my contcicuce x 
Bur where ſhall wemectencxt. 
Fed, Let us away. Excum: 
Kin. Art ſure they arc gone Archimagus my feares 
$0 leave me,and religion ovce agen 
Enter my ſtubborne heart, which dar'd comurtinic 
And quarrell with the gods; Archimages, 
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Be neere agen.we will redeeme our raſhnefle, 
By grubbing up thele Chriſtians,cthat begin 
To mfe&t us,and our kingdome. 
Arc, This becomes you, 
And ifyou pleaſe ro h-are me, I darepromile 
The ſpeedy ruine of chem all. 
Kin. Tart borne 
To make 1s happy, how my deere Arcbimagis ? 
Arc, This Iland Sr is full of dangerous ferpents, 
Ot roads,and other venomous deſtroyers : 
I will from every province cf this kingdome 
Summon thele killing creatures rv devoure him, 
My prayer and power of the gods, feare not, 
Will dov't,by whom inſpir'd I prophetic 
Patricks deſtraFtion. 
- Kin, Tembracemy Pricſt, 
Do this,and I'll forger my fonne,and die, 
And inule to fee this Chriſtians cragedie, Exeunt, 


Acr. V. 
Enter two Souldicrs, 


1 Sold, So,ſo,weare like to have a finerimeon't,we may ger mor? 
by every Chriſtian we have the grace to catch, than by chree monerhs 
pay againſt our narurall encmics, 
2 $mld, And ch. ir noddles b- fo precious, would all my kindred 
were Chriſtians; I would nor leave a head ro wag upon a ſh»lder 
of our generation, from my mothers ſucking pig ar her nipple,co-my 
great grandfachcrs Coſhering in the peale ſtraw. How did char tel- 
low looke whoſe chroat we cur laſt ? 
1 Smld, Bal-ly,and like a Chriſtian , would the fellow they call 
Patrick had been in his place, we had becn made tor cver, 
H Now 
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* 2 Now are we of the cordition of ſome great men m office, 
that deſire execution of the Lawes, rot ſo much to correR offences 
and rcforme the common wealth, asto thrive by their puniſh» 
ment ard grow rich and fat with a leane conſcience, But I have 
walk'dand talk'd my ſclfca hungry , prethee open the fecrers of 
thy krapfacke, betore we build apy more projects; Icts ſee'what 
ſtore of belly timber we have. Good , very good Pagan food : 
lit downe and {ct our ſtomackes conferrea while, 


Enter Rodamant, 

Rod, royal My love is roſted, ſhe dicd of a burning feaver,& fince 
poiſon wonot work upon me, I am refoly'd to looke outthe mott 
corvericrt tree inthis wood to hang my ſelf : And becauſe 1 will 
be ſure to hang without moleſtation or cutting downe,which is a 
diſparagemcent to anable ard willing body, I will hang inviſible, 
that no body may ſce me, ar.dinterrupt my hempen meditations, 
But whoarc thcle ? a brace of mankillers a mounching; now I 
think what a long journey I am going as far as toanother world, 
it were not amiſle to take proviſion along with me 5 when I come 
ro the tricke of hanging, I may weigh the better, and ſooner be out 
of my pairezbracclct ſticke to me,by your leaye gentlemen,what's 
your ordinary ? 

1. Soul, Who'sthat ? 

Rud. Africnd,my brace of Hungarians, .one that is no ſouldier; 
tut will jaſtihi- he hasa ſtomacke in a jaſt cauſe, and can fight 
reoth and natle, with any fcth that appoles me, 

2, Surld, 1 can lee no body, 

Red. 1 will Knock your pate, fellow in arms, and to helpe you 
to ce, open the eycs of your underſtanding, witha wooden inkru- 
ment that I have. 

1 Sould, 1 ſeenothing but a voice, ſhall T ſtrike it ? 

2 Sovld, No,tis ſome Spirit take heed and offend itnot, I neyct 

knew any man ſtrike the devill , but he put out his necke bone or 

his ſhou!der blade, let him alonc,it may be the ghoſt of ſame uſu- 

rer that kick'd up his heeles in adearc yeere; and dicd; upona fur- 

Et of Shamroks and checſe parings, Enter Emersa, 
x 1 Souls 
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13 $wld, Who's this,a woman alone ? 
2 Sould. A d handſome ,what makes ſhee in this wood ? wer'll 
divide. x Sould, What the woman ? 
2 Sold, No, l'll have her body,and thou ſhalt have her clothes, 
Eme, Iknow not where I am,this wood has loſt mc, 
But 1 ſhall never more bz worth the finding : 
I was not wiſe to lcave my fathers houle, 
For here I may be madca prey to rapines 
Or tood to crucll beaſts. 
2 Sould, No, you ſhall tiade that we are men ; what think you ? 
which of us two hayc you moſt minde to laugh and lyc downe 
Withall, 
Eme. Prote& me ſome good power, more raviſhers, 
2 Sold, Wcareſouldicrs,and not ul'd ro complemznt, bent coy 
bur anſwer. 
1 Sewld, Weare but rtwo,you may ſoone make a choice. 
Rod, You ſhall fi1d-: that webe three,are you ſo hot ? 
z Sowld, Come humble your ſc]t behinde that trreezor ——— 
Eme, Arc you a man ? 
1 Sould, Never doubt it, I have paff'd for a man in my dayos, 
2 Sould, Oh my skwIl, 
x Sould, Whats the matter ? 
Eme, Where hall I hide my ſelf? bides ber ſelf, 
Rod, Your Comrade will expet your company 1n the next 
ditch, 
2 Souldier, Arc you good at that ? 
The ſecond ſouldier ſtrikes the firſt and Rodamant both, 
1 Souldier, What doſt thou mcane ? b 
2 'Souldier What doI meanc? what doſt thou mcaneto bexte m 
braines out ? | 
1 Smuldier, I : hold,it is ſome Spirit,and we fizht with the aire, 
Rod, Cannot a Mare come into the ground , but you mult b 
leaping you ſtone horſes. - | 
2 Souldier, My skull isas tender as a Mullipufte. 
1 Sowld, He has made a callice of my ſconce,hold deere friend, 
28, Has the devil no more wit then to take part againſt the fleſh? 
H 2 1 Souls 
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1 The Devill may Þave a minde to her himfelſe, let h'm ha 


2 It I come back, let me be glib'd, 

Exenmt reeling, 

Rod, Now Lady— whar, is ſhee inviſible roo ? Ha, Well, Ier 
her ſhitr tor her (It, T have cam'd choir concupilſcence, Now to my 
bulincfle of hanging agen, 

Enter Spirit, 

I doe like none of theſe trees ; the D-vill is army elbow now, Idoe 
heare him whiſper in mine eare, that any tree would fcrve, it I 
would bur give my mindto't. Let me confider, what ſhall I ger by 
hanging of my ſelte, how it will be ro no purpoſe, a halter-will be 
bur calt away, by your leave I would nut have you much 
pur of the way, becauſe here are trees that orher men may hold con« 
enienr. Oh, my wrilt : "Tis a ſpirit. Sweer Devill, you 
hall have ir, the braceler is at your ſervice, Have I all my fingers ? 

pox on his fangs, now o my conſcience I am viſible agen, it the 
Souldiers ſhould meer with me now, whom T have pounded, what 
ſe were I in ? I feele a deſtillation, and would be heartily bearen 
o ſave my lite, . 

Eater Conallus and Fmeria. 
er&s one, for ought I know, may be as dangerous : A-pox of dc. 
paire that brought mehither ro chooſe my gallowes ; would I were 
t home in an embroydered clour. I'll ſneake this way. 
Exit, 


"Em. IT amno ghoſt, but the ſame loſt Emeria, 
y Lord, you left me, 
Com, Did nor the flames devoure thee. 
Em, I felt no flame, bur chat which my revenge 
Did light me ro, for my abuſed honour, 
Com, Oh ſay that word ag.n : Art thou reveng'd 
pon thy raviſher ? It was a god, 
hou told't me. 
Em, But he found rhe way ro death : * 
nd when I name him, you will either noc 
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Beleeve me, or compaſſion of his wounds 
Will make you print as many in my brefſt : 
He was | 

Con, Say, tearenor, wrong'd Emeria, 

Can any heart hnd compaſſion for his death, 
Thar murder'd the {weer peaceot ghy chaſte boſome? 
Oh never, I ſhall bleffe char reſolute hand, 
That was to jult, fo pious ; and whenthou haſt 
Alſur'd, that he which playd the Satyre withth. e, 
, Is out o'th world, and kill'd ſufficiently, 

(For he that robb'd thee hath deſerv'd ro dye, 
To theexcenr cf his wide fin) I'll kifle, 
And rake thee in mine armes, Emeria, 
Andlay thee up as precious to my love, 
As when our vowes met, and our yeelding boſomes 

Were witneſle to the contraft of our hearts. 
Em, Ic was your brother Coribrews, Sir : 
Fhat name unties your promiſe, 

Con, Ha! my brother ? 

Sweer, let me pauſe alirrle, I am loſt ele. 

Em, I did not welt co enlarge his forrow thus: 
Though I can hope no comtort in this world, 

He might live happie, it Idid nor kill him, 
With heaping gricteon gricte thus, 

Con, Hc is {laine then. 

Em, It you will, Sir, revenge his death, you maſt 
Point yuur wrath here, and I will thank you tfor't ; 
Though you ſhould be a day in killing me, - 
I ſhould live ſo much longer to forgive you. 
This weake hand did nor tremble'when ir kill'd him, 
And ir came timely to prevenr, I feare, 
The (econd part of borrour he had mean 
To at upon me. 

Con. Wo'd he had crookemy life, 
When he affail'd thy chaſtitie, thou | 
Had been preſery'd: I cannor help all this, 
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Did it not grieve thee he deſerv'd rodyo, ha ? 

Em, 1 took no joy, Sit, in his Tragedic, 

Con, That done, thou fi:d?. 

Em. I Ift my fathers hovſe, 
And found no weighthung on my feet for giving 
His luſt the bloudy recompence, 

Con, Thou art happic : 
The gods diretcd thee ro fly, Emeria, 
Thou had(t beene loft elſe with my brothers aſhes, 
And my dcare mother, whom the hungry flames \8 
Devour'd, ſoone after thy deparrure, 

Em. How ? | | 

Con, I know not by what malice, or miſ-fortunc, 
Thy fathers houſe was burn'd, ard'in it he 
Did mect his funcrall fire ro0, ha * Emeria, 

Enter $, Patrick, Þucene, and Bard, 

Bi, Your companic's fairc,but 1't-leave you ina wood. I could 
like y our religion well ; but thoſe rules of faſting, prayer, and 
{o much p:nance, will hardly fit my conltitution, 

Pt, Tis nothing to win heaven, 

B., But you doe not conſider, that T'ſhall loofe my penſion, my 
penſion from the Kingsther&s 2 buſireſſe, | 

©x. Do not I leave more ? 

Bi, I confeſſ: it ; and you will get leſſeby the bargaine; bur 
you that have been uſed to hunger, and nethingto hve upon; may 
makethe betrer Aifts THeleſſe'youcat, you fay, will make the 
foule fat ; but I havea boy wonot beuſed fo : Fmuſtdrinkeyand 
goe warine, and make much of my voyce, T cannot die good ype 
on water and fallads, keep your dict-Jeinke to your ſelves, Tam 
a kind of fooliſh Courticr, Puwivk,” withth, wine" and women 
arc provocatives, long tablcs-atd Thort grictyare phy ficall,and in 
faſhion. Ill take my leave.Madim, nb Chriſtian yer,is the world 
goes ; perhaps hereafter, when my voyce ia | is 6t mee; 1 
ay grow wearie of the world; and fo5þ (oor Marie; lay 
my pravers, and think how ro6dye; whenmy livin trtakey from 
mc, in the mcanc time —} 007 4 Sigg 
iQ] Li. I'neither 
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Intither will lend, noy borrow, 

Old agewill be bere to morrow, 

"This pleaſure we are made for, 

When death comes all is paid for © 
No matter what's the bill of fare, 
DU take my cup, Il takg no cave, 

Be wiſe, and ſay you bad warning, 

To laugh is better than learning), 

To weare no cloatþes, not neat #, 

But I wenger 1 good ybere meat #: 
Give me wine, give me 4 wencb, 
And let ber Parrot talke in Frenc b, 

It is a match worth the making, 

To keepe the merrie thoug bt w thang ; 

A ſong 11 better than faſting, 

And ſorrows not worth tbe ta ſting, 
Then keepe your braine light as you Can, 

An ounce of care will kill a man, 
AndfoT take my leave, Exit, 

Con, Ha! doe I ſee the Qneene, Emeriz ? 

Pat, Alas, poore Bard, the flatteries of this world 
Hathchain'd his ſenſe : chus many ſ(elfe.lovingnatures, 
Prifon'd in miſts and errours, cannor ſee 
The way abroad that leadsto happin-fle, 

Or truth, whoſe beamie hand ſhould guide us in ir, 

Whar a poore value do men fer. of heaven ? 

Heaven, the pertefion of all thar can 

Be ſaid, or thought, riches, delighr, ur harmony, 

Health, beautie, and all theſe nor ſubjett ro 

The waſteof time ; bur in their heighterexnall, 

Loſt for a penſion, or poore {por of earth, 

Favour of grearneſſe, or an hourcs faint pleaſure : 

As men, in ſcorne of a true tlame that's ncere, 

Should run to light their raper ar a glo-worne, 
Con, 'Tis ſhe, and the good Biſhop P.utrick with her, 
Pt, Madam, th Prince Conallar, 


Con, 
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Con, Oh let me kneele ro yon, and rhen to Heaven, 
Thar hath preſcrv'd you ſtill co be my morher ; 
For I belceve you are alive, the fire 
Hath not detacd chis monument of ſweerneſle, 
Q«. My bleling and my prayers be ſtill my childs, 
Ic was the goodnell-, fon, of holy Patrick. 
Thar rei(cu'd me trom thoſe impris'ning flames 
You ſpeake of, his good Angell was our Condut. 
Con, To him that can diſpenſe fach bleſſings, morher, 
I muſt owe durie, an4chas lnceting; pay it : 
May Angels ſtill be necre you. 
Pat, Riſe, Conallgs : 
My benedition on thee ; be but what 
Thy Mother is, a Chriſtian, and a gn ard 
Ot Angels ſhall arrend thee roo ; thefire 
We walk*dup2n ſecure, and which is greater, 
Fcap'd the immortall flames, in which black ſoules, 
After their ili>{p<nr lives, are bontid ro ſuffer, 
Con, Sir, you ſhall ſteere me, and my morhers bleſt 
Example will become my imitation, 
Bur rher<'s a peece of filent milcrie 
Is worth your comforr, morher, and his counſel ; 
She is, I dare not name how much diſhonour'd, 
And ſhould haveb. enc rhe partner of my boſome, 
Had nor acruell man forbid my happineſſe, 
And on rhar taire and innocent table powr'd 
Poylon, above the Dragons bhud, or Vipers. 
Em, NViyhumbleft dutie, Madam 
P It, Dicbn's Cell 
[5 nor faroff, _ you atrend the Queene, 
We are bcnr thicker, 
Con, Yes: andaswewalk, 
111 rell you a fad ſtorieot my brother 
And this poore virgin, 
Pat, Come, EHlcad the way. 
gs, Wirh ſuch a Guide we cannot feareto ſtray, 


Exumt, 
Enter 
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Enter Ferochus and Endarius. 
Fer, Whereare we yet Endarims ? 
En, I cannot ® 
Informe you more,then that we arc in the wood ſtill, 
Fer, And we arc loſt,our feareto dic I'th ſight 
Of men,hath brought us hither with our blood 
To quench thethirſt of wolves 3 Or worle,to ſtarve, 
En, Wearc'in no feare to be apprehended 
Where none inhabite, 
Fer, Now that luſt is puniſh'd, 
Which fed our hopc,if we had ſtaid "th Temple 
To have polluted it, with foule embraces : 
How wearinefl:, with traycll,and ſomefafting 
Will came the fizſh. 
En, Stay herc's a caves 
Fer, Take hecde, 
- It may bea Lion,or a fierce wolves den ; 
How naturetrembles at the thoughe of death : 
Though it bepreft downe, withthe weight of lite, 
Er. I dare not enter,a new fearc invades me. 
Fer, The worſt is welcome, with our clamor,rouſc 
What ever doth inhabitchcye,or man 
Or bealt appeare, if any ſuch dwell in 
This Cave 2 We can meet charity or death. 
Enter Dichv, . 
Dich, What voice with ſo much paſſion calls mc forth, 
Ha ? Be my protection good heaven : 
My ſonnes,my murdcr'd ſonnes with gaſtly lookes, 
And bruiſed limbes; why do youcome to me thus 
To fright my wither'd eyes? *las I was innocent, 
It was the Kinganet I commanded your 
Vntimely death have wept for ye boyes, 
And conſtantly before the Sun awak'd, 
When the cold dew drops full upon the ground? 
As it the morne wereditcontented too, 
My naked feet o' re many a rugged ſtone 


o- 
LU 


"Y Se. Patrick for Ireland. 


Harh walk'd, to drop my reares into the (cas, 
For your ſad memorics. % 
Fer, We are no ſpirits, but your living ſons, 
Preſery d wichour the kno wledee of the King, 
By Arcbimagus, cill a new miſ-torrune 
Compell d us hich-r ro mcer death, we feare, 
In want of tovod, 
Dic. Are yec alive? come in, 
It is no time to be inquilicive ; 
My blcfſing, I have tomething to refreſh you, 
Couric tare, bur ſuch as will keep out =! fn" : 
Humble your {elves and enter, my poore boyes, 
Youll wonder atthe change; but wero Heaven 
Do climb with loads upon our ſhoulders borne, 
Nor muſt we ercad on roſes, but on thorne, Exennt, 
Enter $, Patrick, ®ucene, Conallus, Emeria, 
Pat. Now we approach che Hermit Dicb#'s Cell : 
Are you not wearic, Madam ? 
®s. Not yer, Father, 
Ja fuch religious company, 
Pat. You were not 
Us'd co this rravell ; how does my new fon, 
And ſweer Emeria 7 
Con, T am blcſt on allides, 
Em. You havequiered the tempeſt in ry ſoule, 
And in this holy peace T muſt be happie. 
Pat, You will be Spouſe to an erernall Bridegroome, 
And lay the fiveer foundation of a rule, 
Thar after ages, with devotion, 
Shall praiſ- and foHow. You are, Sir, reſerv'd 
To bleſſ- this Kingdome wich your pious government, 
Your Crowne ſhall Houriſh, and your blond poſſi 
The Throne you ſhall leave glorious : This Nation 
Shall in a faire ſucceFion thrive, and grow 
Up the worlds Academi-, and diſperie, 
As tc rich ſpring of humane and divine 
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Knowledge, cleare ſtreames to water forraine Kingdome*, 
Which ſhall be proud ro owe what they poſſefſe 
In learning, to this greac all-nurſing Tland, 
Con. May we be worthy of this propheſie. 
Pat. Diicourſc hath made the way lefſe redious. 
We have reach'd the Cell already, which is much 
Too narrow to containe us ; bur beneath 
Theſe rrees, upon their coole and plealing ſhades, 
You may fit cowne ; I'll call upon my Convert : 
Dich, my Penicent, come torth, I pray, 
Andenterraine ſome gueſts I have brought hither, 
Thar deſerve welcome. Enter Dich. 
Dic. I obey thar voyce. 
Pt, The Queene, and Prince, and Milcbo's verruous daughter 
Gain'd to our holy faich, 
Die. Ler my knee ſpeake 
My durie, though I want words for my joy, 
Ten thouſand welcomes ; I have gueſts wichintoo, 
You'l wonder to falure my ſons, not dead, 
As we ſuppole, by h-avenly providence, 
T hope, reſerv'd to be made bleſt by you, 
They arehere. Enter Ferechug 1nd Endariud, 
Your duties ro the Qi1eene and Prince, 
Then to this man, next roour great Preſerver, 
The Patron ot us all. 
Pu, A happic merting : 
I muft rej»yce ro ſee you fafe, andhere : 
Bur tel] us by what ſtrange meancs, all chis while, 
You have been prelerv'd ? Sit downe. Soft Muſ ch, 
Con, Whar muſick's this ? 
Dr. "Tis heavenly. 
P:t, Anda preface ro ſome meſſage, 
Or will of Heaven, be filenc, and arr<nd ir 2 
Such harmony as this did wait upon 
M; Angell V:Qor, when he firit appear'd, 
And did reveale a trealure under ground, 
I 2 Witch 
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Witch whicl I bought my freedome, when T kept 
Unhappic Milchs's twine; Heavens will be done. 
Whar, all aflcep already ? holy dreames 
Poſl. (I your tancie, I can waic no longer, 
Ent'r Vittor, and other Angels, Song, 
Vitt, Downe from the shes, 
Commanded by the Power that ties 
The werld and nature in acbine, 
IS: come, we come. a glorious traine, 
To wait on thee, 
And make thy perſon dangerefree : 
Hearke wbilft we ſing, 
And keep time with our golden wings 
To ſbew bow exrth and beaven agree, 
What eccbs riſes to our barmonie, 
Vit. Holy Patrick, ſleep in PEACE, 
Whilit I thy Guardian, with theſe 
My ftcllow Angels, wait on rhee, 
For thy defence : A troop, I ſee, 
Of (erpenrs, vipers, and whart ere 
Doth carrie killing poyſon, here 
Summon'd by Art, and powerof hell ; 
Bur thou ſhalt ſoone their furic quell, 
And by che ſtrength of thy command, 
Thetc creatures ſhall forſake theLand, 
And creep into the ſea ; no more 
To live upon the Iriſh ſhore, 
Once more then. Smeg. 
Patrick, flee) 3 oh ſleep a while, 
And wake tbe Patron of this Ile, 
Enter King, Archimagw, and other Pricfte, 
Arc, Your perſon ſhall be fate ; feare nor, great Sir, 
Thave directed all their ſtings and poyſon : 
See where he fleeps, if he eſcape rhis danger, 
Ler my life, with ſome horrid circumſtance, 
Endin this place, and carrie all your curſes, 


Se. Patrick for Ireland. 
Enter Serpents, &-. creeping, 
What think yon of theſe creeping executioners ? 
Doe they not movesas it they knew their errand ? 

Kin, My Queene! my fon Canals ! Diciu! hal 
And the gill wandring ghoſts of his two ſons ! 

Arc. They arc alive, Sir, 

Kis, Ha, who durit abule us ? 

Pr, Will you nor have compaſſion of the Queene, 
And the Prince, Sir ? 

Kin. How met they to converſ: ? 

Arc, They are all Chriſtian, 

Kin. Lerthe ſerpent then 
Feed upon all, my powertull &-cbimagne, 

Pat. In vaine is all your malice, Art, and power 
Againit their lives, whom the great hand of Heaven 
Daines to prote&t ; like wolves you undertake 
A quarrell with che Moone, and waſte your anger: 
Nay, all the hafts your wrath direfterh hirher, 
Arc ſhort againſt a brazen arch, whoſe vaulr 
Impenetrable, ſends the arrowes back, 
Toprint juſt wounds on your owne guiltie heads, 
Theſe ſerpents, (rame art firſt and innocent, 
Unrill mans great revolt from grace releas'd 
Their durie of ercation) you have brought, 
And arm'd againſt my life ; all cheſe can I 
Approach, and wichout trembling, walk npon 
Play with thcir ſtings, which though ro me nor dangerous, 
T could, ro your deſtruftion, rurneupon 
Your (elves, and puniſh wich roo lare repenrance, 
Bar you ſhall live, and whar your malice meant, 
My ruine, I will curne to all your fafcries, 
And you ſhal! witnefſe : Hence, you frighctull monſters, 
Go hide, and buric your deformed heads 
For cver in the ſea ; from this time be 
This Tland free from beaſts of venomons natures : 
The Shepherd ſhall not be afraid hereafter. 
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To truſt hiseyes withſleep upon the hils ; 
The travellers ſhall have no (uſpition, 

Or feare, tro meaſure with his wearied limbs 

The ſilent ſhades ; bur walk through everie brake, 

Without more guard than his owne innocence. 

The verie carth and wood ſhall have chis bleſſing 

(Above whatother Chriſtian Nativns boaſt ) 

Alchough tranſported where thele Serpents live 

And multiply, one touch ſhall ſoone deſtroy 'em, 
Leo, Sec how they all obey hum, Archimagne, 
Arc. Confuſion: All my Arr is trampled on. 

Can neicher man, nor beaſt, nor D-vill hurc him ? 

Support me, fellow-Pricits ; I (ink, I rele 

The ground bend wich my weight upon ir, ha! 

The earth is looſe in the foundation, 

And ſomething heavie as the world doth hang 

U pon my teer, and weigh me to che Center. 

A fire, a dreadtull fire is underneath me, 

And all thoſe fiends char were my fervantshere, 

Look like rormentors, and all ſceme to ſtrives 

Who firſt ſhall carchmy falling fl. (h upon 

Thcir burning pikes: There is a power above 

Our gods, I (ceroov lace. I tall, I fall, 

Andin my laſt deſpaire, curſe you all, Sinks, 
Kin, Patrick, thc King will kneele torhee, 
Pat, Ohriie, 

And pay to Heaven that dutie, 

Kin, Canlt forgive ? 

Ler me embrace you all, and freely give 

What defire from this good man, a pardon. 

Thou ſhalt no more ſuſpe& me. but police 

All chy defires. The ground is ſhur agen : 

Wh-re now 1s A, chimagus Fl How I ſhake, 

And courr this Chriſtian our of feare, not love ? 

Once more vilit our Palace, holy Facher, 

The ſtorie of your ſons, and what concernes 
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wr eſcape, Mota know hereafter 
Ty 1ncan trance beſC cur”, 
End. Fir. W-arc yuur creatures. 
Onnes, Our pray. r>andduty, 
Pi. | tulp.tHim lt] 3 
But feare or, cr good A gels {till are neer us: 
D-ath at the lit caii bur untic our trailty ; $ 
T vere happy for our holy faith tobleed, 
The Blood of Martyrs is the Churches ſeed, 
Exennt Onener, 


The Epilogue. 


He” ere the Dyce run Gentlemen, I am 
The laſt man borne, ſtill at the Iriſh game : 
What ſay you to the E pilogwe ? may not I ſtay, 
And boldly ashke your Verdi of the Play 2 

I wowld report the Sun-ſhine on your brow, 
Ard the ſoft language of the Dye t'allow 
Our labour and your 8tory, native-knowne ; 
It ts but juſtice to aff ef your owne ; 

Tet this ts but a part of nhat our Muſe 
Intends, if the bg birth you nobly uſe : 
Then give w your free votes, and let wa ſtile 
Tou Patrons of the Play, hin of the 11e, 


FI1NIS. 


